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Summary


A mission goes wrong, and Sabine is in a tough situation. It's either she takes action, or Ezra may not come out of the fight alive.


Notes


TW: burns, major character injury, force choke


Disclaimer: I own nothing except for my plot.


See the end of the work for more notes
Sabine ran as she led the Seventh Sister away from Ezra's hiding spot.


The mission had been going so well until the Fifth Brother and Seventh Sister had found them again.


Not to mention, things were bad because somehow the two inquisitors had used some sort of EMP that shut off their comms.


Sabine gasped as she was stopped mid-step while she was running away from the Seventh Sister. All she could do was move her eyes as the Seventh Sister laughed.


The Seventh Sister moved in front of her and stared into her eyes as she said "Clever getting my attention, girl, but it didn't work. Did you forget that force sensitives can sense other force sensitives? I left the Fifth Brother back there to deal with the little padawan. Your attempted self-sacrifice did not work."


Sabine gritted her teeth and fell as the Seventh Sister released her force hold.


Sabine then grimaced as the Seventh Sister yanked her up by her hair and forced her to meet her eyes.


The Seventh Sister was smirking as she said "No matter, once I take care of you, the little padawan will be mine, and I have many ways that I can get him to spill rebel secrets to me."


Sabine thrashed in the Seventh Sister's grip as she quickly drew one of her blasters and caught the disgusting woman in the shoulder.


The Seventh Sister growled in anger and caught Sabine in another force hold, this time around her neck.


Sabine couldn't breathe as the Seventh Sister said "You'll regret that, you little -------", only she was cut off as she quickly had to dodge a lightsaber blow.


Her force hold soon dropped and Sabine gasped for air as she looked up.


She couldn't help but be relieved that Kanan had arrived. He, Hera, and Zeb must have been alerted of the dire situation as soon as the comms had gone offline. Not to mention Sabine couldn't imagine what sort of emotions had to be flowing through the kid and Kanan's weird force bond thing.


She soon stood back up and holstered the blaster that she had previously drawn.


She barely spared Kanan another glance as she ran back towards where she had left Ezra in his apparently useless hiding spot.


She quickly made her way to Ezra's position, and just as she arrived, she saw that the Fifth Brother was about to land a killing blow to Ezra, who was already badly injured and wouldn't be able to dodge the attack as the Fifth Brother had disarmed him.


Sabine leapt before she could even think of doing anything else. She cried out in pain as the Fifth Brother's red-hot lightsaber pierced her abdomen as she pushed Ezra out of the way.


She heard Ezra scream out "NO!".


It was the last thing she heard before falling to the ground as the red lightsaber withdrew and she passed out due to the immense pain.


~~~~~~


Ezra was surprised as Sabine jumped in front of him and pushed him away so that she could intercept a blow from the Fifth Brother's lightsaber.


He couldn't help but scream "NO!" as she fell.


The Fifth brother stood back for a second before looking down at Sabine's prone form and huffing before looking back up at Ezra.


He said "That was unexpected, but her sacrifice will not save you, boy."


Ezra gnashed his teeth as he called his weapon back to himself.


He quickly activated his lightsaber as the Fifth Brother smirked at him. This time, he wouldn't give the Fifth Brother another chance to attempt and kill him.


He would win this fight. He had to win this fight. He would win it for Sabine.


He would win it for the sister who had just sacrificed herself in order for him to live.


He slowly took a deep breath and steeled his resolve. He had to tread cautiously with this battle.


He blocked as the Fifth Brother made the first move.


The Fifth Brother traded blows with him rapidly and viciously. Ezra never wavered. He was persistent. He would not fall under the Fifth Brother's blade.


Ever so slowly, he gained the advantage over the Fifth Brother.


Eventually, he was able to catch the fifth Brother off guard and disarm him.


Ezra then confiscated the dreadful weapon which had dealt a horrible blow to his sister.


The Fifth Brother did not give up even though he was weaponless.


He was determined to fight Ezra to the death, and Ezra complied.


Rather quickly, the Fifth Brother was no more. Ezra had struck the killing blow in a similar manner to which the Fifth Brother had harmed his sister. He had struck the fifth Brother in the abdomen and sliced.


Soon, once he was sure that the fifth Brother would not get back up. Ezra deactivated his weapon and raced back to Sabine's side. He didn't even wince as he dropped to his knees beside her. He had a lightsaber burn on his left thigh and one on his right arm, but he wasn't about to let that distract him as he put all of his focus on Sabine.


Sabine was luckily still breathing, but it was shallow, and Ezra could tell that her life force was fading rapidly.


He closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and exhaled slowly as he opened them again.


He then calmly laid his hands over the wound on her abdomen and bit his lip as he concentrated on what he wanted to happen. Kanan had told him tales of powerful Jedi in the past who had the ability to heal others using the force, and he had to try it. That was the only way that he could think of that would be able to save Sabine's life.


He focused all of his energy on concentrating and feeling the force around him. He was almost in a meditative state as he concentrated.


He closed his eyes once again and focused on the feeling of the force. He focused all of his energy on healing Sabine, and ever so slowly, he could feel her force signature growing stronger as he used some of his own essence to heal her while drawing upon the force to keep him strong through the process.


His breathing changed and his heart rate picked up as the procedure was nearly complete. He couldn't help but release a gasp of air as he opened his eyes once again. He was exhausted as he groaned.


He couldn't stop himself from toppling to the side beside Sabine. He had just enough energy to tilt his head to the side and smile as he sensed that her force signature was no longer on the brink of disappearing. He had healed her.


Soon, he too passed out.


~~~~~~


Kanan grimaced as the Seventh Sister finally gave up and retreated.


He quickly left and ran in the direction in which the force was leading him.


During his fight with the Seventh Sister, he had felt a burst of anger and pain through he and Ezra's bond and had become worried, but at the time, he couldn't focus on anything but fighting the Seventh Sister.


Now that that was over, he could sense an immense level of calmness and determinedness radiating through he and Ezra's bond. He also felt that something was happening, and that Ezra was drawing upon the force in a way that Kanan had not ever had the honor of experiencing.


He soon reached the kid's location just as Ezra collapsed beside Sabine.


He raced to both of their sides, barely noting the presence of the deceased Fifth Brother.


He looked over Ezra and grimaced. The kid was looking pretty bad with a few burn marks on his body.


He then looked at Sabine and his eyes widened as he noticed a very distinct scar on her abdomen where her suit had been burned through. Sabine had been stabbed by a lightsaber.


Kanan was quick to infer that what he had felt happening in the fore had been his kid somehow figuring out how to use the force to heal without ever seeing it done before. His padawan was truly one of a kind.


It was rather unfortunate though that both of his kids were knocked out.


Both of them looked pretty beat up, but they were both still breathing.


He quickly commed "Zeb, I need help getting the kids back to the Ghost. They're both knocked out."


Zeb quickly arrived and neither could stifle their worry as they carried the two injured teens back to the Ghost.


~~~~~~


Sabine was groggy as she woke.


The last thing she remembered was being stabbed by one of those lightsabers. She couldn't help but grimace in confusion. She wasn't feeling like she was in any pain, so she was either dead or something really miraculous occurred, because she was not in a bacta tank and did not feel like she was ever in one.


She carefully sat up and sighed. She finally took in the new scar on her abdomen along with her surroundings and figured out that she was definitely still on the Ghost. She had somehow survived.


She then glanced to her side and smiled as she saw that Kanan was present, but he was dozing. His head was leaning on Ezra's medical cot in why was probably an uncomfortable position, and his left hand was placed over Ezra's left hand. It was a heartwarming sight.


She whispered "Kanan, wake up, you're going to get a back ache hunched over like that."


Kanan then snapped awake almost as soon as she had spoke. He always had been a very light sleeper.


He looked back towards her and said "How are you feeling?"


Sabine huffed and said "Not bad. I think that for someone who got stabbed by a lightsaber and lived, that I'm feeling pretty phenomenal. The wound barely aches."


Kanan sighed in relief and Sabine's brow furrowed as she said "I should be dead. How did this happen?"


Kanan quietly responded "Ezra saved you by using a technique called Force Healing."


Sabine was still curious, but she didn't question that matter further.


She did, however, inquire about Ezra's condition "How's Ezra? I didn't see anything after I was down."


Kanan responded "He's mostly exhausted, and he is in a sort of comatose state as the force heals him. He used a remarkable amount of his energy to heal you, so it will take a few days for him to recover. The bacta patches do seem to be helping some of the wounds though. Luckily, none of the wounds were too deep. The one on his thigh was the worst, and he may have to go into a bacta tank when we get to Rebel base for that one."


Sabine grimaced and nodded.


She just hoped that Ezra would be alright.


~~~~~~


Sabine was aggravated as medical personnel on base poked and prodded her to make sure that she was alright. Luckily, Hera was with her and prevented her from being too short with them. She was so relieved when they were finally done looking her over and just gave her a couple of bacta patches for in case the scar were to start aggravating her.


She then turned to Hera and questioned "When will we be able to see Ezra?"


Hera answered "Only once he's out of the bacta tank. They're very particular about who has access to that area of the medbay, and for now, Kanan is the only one allowed to see Ezra while he's in the bacta tank."


Sabine nodded and frowned.


She unsurely said "He'll be okay, right?"


Hera smiled and side-hugged Sabine as she said "Yeah. He'll be okay."


Sabine couldn't help but sigh. She wouldn't be fully reassured until she could once again talk to Ezra.


~~~~~~


Sabine was relieved when Ezra finally showed signs of waking up a few days after being removed from the bacta tank.


She and Kanan both had been eager to stay by his side.


She couldn't help but smile in relief when Ezra reawakened with a yawn, almost as if he had just been sleeping for a long time.


He then stretched slightly and finally opened his eyes and looked over to them with a small smile on his face.


His smile got wider as he realized that Sabine was there too.


His first words after regaining consciousness were "Sabine! You're alive."


Sabine cracked a smile and said "Yeah. Thanks to you, I lived."


Ezra then looked towards Kanan and questioned "How long was I out?"


Kanan answered "You were out for about four days. Your wounds took about a day in a bacta tank to heal, but your force signature had to recover after you used so much of your strength to heal Sabine."


Ezra nodded and the looked back at Sabine as he said "Speaking of, please never do that again Sabine."


Sabine frowned as she said "The Fifth Brother was about to kill you Ezra. Yes, I acted before I completely thought anything out, but I couldn't let you die. You're my brother. I wasn't about to lose another member of my family."


Kan sat his hand on her shoulder in comfort as Ezra spoke again "Well, as much as it scared me, I'm grateful that you saved me. I'm just glad that what I tried worked. I wasn't willing to lose my sibling either."


The two then shared a happy smile.


Both were very relieved that they hadn't lost each other.


End Notes


Thank you for reading.
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Summary


"--I mean about the hair. I get it, it needs to go. Trust me I've done the same thing. Please just let me fix it? We don't have to talk. At all. But seriously it looks like you stuck your head in a kriffing blender. Just let me buzz it. I promise it’ll be quick."
Or the origins of Sabine and Ezra's new hair styles


Notes


This is just a little something to try and get back into writing. I've got a whole folder of half-finished short stories for Rebels but so far this is the only one I've finished. Hopefully some more will see the light of day eventually. For now just enjoy some classic post-malachor feels :,)


Sabine jolted awake to a concussive thud reverberating through the Ghost. She instinctively reached for the blaster wedged next to her pillow but by the time it was in her hand, she knew they weren't being attacked. The ship was still and silent aside from someone's faint cursing. Someone exploding out of a night terror was a common occurrence aboard the Ghost. Usually it was Kanan or Zeb. But Sabine remembered that neither of them were aboard. Zeb had volunteered for a night shift on base as he often did these days in order to give Ezra some space. And Kanan? Well it was hard to know where Kanan ever was anymore.


That meant that Ezra had just fallen from the top bunk. Sabine winced in sympathy, then pushed herself up and climbed down from her own bunk. Hera must not have been on board either, or she would already be up and investigating the commotion. Sabine wasn't surprised. Ever since Kanan had taken his recovery into his own hands, Hera had been taking on more and more responsibility of running the base and operations that kept her away from the Ghost. Kriff, it was even more dismal around here without her.


Sabine heard Ezra shuffling down the hallway just before her door slid open to reveal him. He startled, backing into the wall.


"Woah, hey it's me," she said, "Ezra?"


He composed himself quickly, evidently only startled because he hadn't expected her and not because he was still half-trapped in a nightmare. She swallowed a sigh of relief. "I heard you fall," she said "You ok?"


"I'm fine," he mumbled, not looking at her. "Sorry I woke you."


"Don't worry about it. Just. Are you sure you're okay? That's a pretty far fall."


Sabine really wanted to ask how he was doing on the inside, but she knew the answer. She also knew he wouldn't want to talk about it. He was still horribly withdrawn, and would open up to no one. They'd all understood and respected his need for space. But it had been well over a month since Malachor, and even the smallest attempts to talk to him about how he was doing were still shut down and usually resulted with him closing off even more. The only person who might’ve broken through was currently acting the exact same way, wherever he was. Damn them both.


"I'm fine, Sabine." Ezra said more firmly. He raked a hand through badly tangled hair that he'd let grow over long. "I'm uh. I'm gonna take a shower."


He headed straight for the fresher without waiting for an answer, and without retrieving a fresh set of clothes. He'd clearly made that up on the spot in order to avoid her, but Sabine hoped he really would go through with it, and not just hide in the fresher until she went back to sleep. For one, he needed it, and for two, it would maybe help clear his head just a little.


Then she had an idea. She wasn't likely to fall back asleep soon anyway, not soon enough to be worth it. Sabine pulled on some thicker clothes then headed to Ezra and Zeb's cabin, and collected a set of Ezra’s clothes. She rapped on the fresher door and set the pile just outside, before making an unnecessarily noisy show of heading to the galley so that he was definitely aware of it. By the time she had the caf machine running, she could also hear the shower running. She smiled to herself at the small victory.


Sabine ended up filling the time by touching up the paint job on her shin and knee guards. They'd really been taking a beating lately, and there was plenty of naked beskar to cover. Ezra stayed in the shower for the max allowed time period, and then almost an hour longer once the water was shut off. Sabine started to worry that he would stay in there for as long as it took for her to leave, and she sighed in frustration. But at least he actually had showered. She'd take that win and let him off. For now. She cleaned her mug, gathered the armor pieces and headed back to her cabin. But as she passed the fresher, the door slid open unexpectedly. She jumped in much the same way Ezra had earlier, nearly dropping her armor. But it wasn't because of the door. She stared at him. At the unrecognizable mess of butchered hair which he'd hastily chopped off. A pair of Sabine's own scissors that she kept in the general supply drawer was still clutched in his hand.


"Woah. Ezra?" She started but he cut her off


"Sabine, I don't want to talk about it. I just. Something had to go. Ok?"


He tried to push past her, but Sabine found herself blocking his path. He was not getting away with that. "Look, I get it, Ez–"


"No you don't–" Ezra snapped, but Sabine knew that.


"--I mean about the hair. I get it, it needs to go. Trust me I've done the same thing. Please just let me fix it? We don't have to talk. At all. But seriously it looks like you stuck your head in a kriffing blender. Just let me buzz it. I promise it’ll be quick."


Ezra stood there taut for several moments, before letting out an exasperated sigh. "Fine. I know it probably looks stupid." And you won’t leave me alone until it's fixed.


"Yeah no kidding. You do not want to be seen around base like that. Wait for me in the fresher."


Sabine met him there a minute later with her electric clippers. He stood stiff and silent and glaring at the sink while Sabine draped a cloth over his shoulders and gently rifled through the wreckage of his hair, looking for the shortest cut. She then selected two sizes down from that on the clippers and set to work. The dull mechanic buzz filled the space well enough to be comfortable in absence of conversation. Ezra gradually relaxed into the sensation as Sabine carved away, eyes closing. Eventually a fine, even fuzz was all that remained across his head. Sabine scrubbed him off with the cloth and realizing she'd finished, Ezra finally looked up into the mirror.


"Better?" Sabine asked. Oh it definitely was. His entire face was visible for the first time in months. No matter the exhaustion written over it, he looked less perpetually haunted and more like Ezra again. Even if the haircut was a huge change from his previous style. He studied himself for a moment before running a hand experimentally over his head. The softest hint of a smile briefly crossed his face, and Sabine recognized the feeling. A little newer, a little weight of the past lifted.


"Yeah," he said. "A bit better. Thanks."


Sabine smiled, squeezed his shoulder once.


“Anytime,” she said, and she hoped that the single phrase also translated to I’m here for you and please talk to me. Ezra wasn’t ready to hear that directly though. He nodded, mumbled something about getting some more sleep and left Sabine still standing in the fresher. She felt just a little lighter herself for seeing him the slightest bit more at peace than before.


Then she inhaled deeply, confronted her own reflection in the mirror and grimaced. Her hair had also grown longer than she usually let it. Over an inch of her roots were showing, and the azure and aquamarine dye was fading to a distasteful green. The urge to start anew with something drastically different hit her every time she was forced to pay attention to it, stopping her from touching up what was already there. But every time she was about to cut and bleach it into blank canvas, she remembered that Kanan wouldn't be able to see whatever she did with it. The thought was painful enough to stay her hand. It was just a stupid haircut sure, but treating each new style and color like the highlight of the month was one of the ways Kanan, Hera, and Zeb had tried to make her feel welcome in those early days, and it had stuck in the years since.


Theoretically Sabine could still show him. Describe it, let him feel it if he wanted. But it wasn't so easy when the reality of needing things like verbal descriptions now was something Kanan still seemed to balk at. Along with any interaction and conversation at all really.


No one expected coming to terms with being blind, especially in the midst of an active rebellion, to be an easy road. But Kanan's new hobby of self-isolating to the point of disappearing completely some days was beyond the point of concerning. It was getting infuriating. Sabine hated the idea of his family's very appearances changing around him while he was left in the dark about it, because he wouldn't fucking talk to anyone.


All these years and Sabine had thought that she was the most closed off loner on the Ghost. Now the ship was hollow and achingly silent, and all Sabine wanted to do was wrestle everyone back on board so they could at least be miserable together. But Kanan was determined to shield his pain away from everyone. Ezra was falling apart and wouldn't let anyone near enough to help. Sabine, Hera, and Zeb were left at a loss. It felt like their family was splintering apart and it hurt so much.


Fuck it, actually. Ezra had just completely altered his own appearance and Kanan was going to know about it whether he wanted her company or not. Maybe news of a couple stupid haircuts was actually a good excuse to try and break him out of his funk, if only for a bit.


Finally giving in to the urge that had nagged her for weeks, Sabine started hacking away at her hair in the same way Ezra had earlier. But unlike him, she had a vision, and soon her cuts became careful and measured, until she found the shape she wanted. After finishing it off with a sharp undercut, Sabine felt beyond refreshed, even genuinely excited about something for the first time in weeks.Yeah, that had all needed to go. She hoped it might also cheer the others up as well, like old times. Checking that she had enough time left in the morning to complete the process, Sabine gathered the supplies to do something about the color.
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Summary


Follow the crew of the Ghost as they continue to support the rebellion. But what happens when things go askew? Secrets uncovered, maybe some should have stayed secrets...


Notes


This is from so long ago. Can also be found on wattpad. I've added whose pov it is on here so it should be a little bit easier.


Blurry Vision
Kanan's POV


"Spectre one to Spectre two, we're gonna need that pick up"


"Copy that Spectre one. Locked on your coordinates."


It was supposed to be a simple, fast and easy mission. Of course with our luck it never is.


My com link beeped again, "Spectre one I see you but there's no time to land, you'll have to jump."


"Copy, lower the ramp."


"Sabine and Ezra, you first. Jump NOW"


I'm shocked, no arguing from either of them. I follow right after them. As soon as I'm in the ramp closes behind me and we're off.


"I had them, why didn't you just let me handle it!" the boy said to the mandolorian.


Removing her helmet, "I'm sorry last I checked being shot at by a whole squad of troopers isn't handling it!"


"Sabine's right Ezra, you could have blown the whole mission. I told you to stay with Hera and the Ghost."


I swear this kid could be the death of me somedays.


"But I told you what I saw in my vision, I couldn't stay behind... I thought.. I thought," Ezra put his head in his hands realizing what he had done.


"No you didn't think. You disobeyed direct orders." I replied.


The door from the cockpit slid open and out came the captain and her droid. She made her way over to me and leaned on the table, I could sense her feelings before she even spoke.


"Ezra it's not your fault, you saw Sabine get shot in your vision, you were trying to protect her."


Hera had always been able to understand when something happened with Ezra or Sabine. Her comforting voice and calm composure helped with that, unlike my stern and serious tone.


"Now go get the crates ready for delivery, we need to drop them quickly."


The boy headed down to the cargo hold. I looked over and Sabine had taken off her shoulder plate to asses the damage from the blaster shot. Hera and I headed to the cockpit for the rest of the journey.


"Sometimes I don't know how we manage 2 teenagers," said Hera, "they are soooo much work."


"I know but imagine if we had never found them. They do still owe us for save them. But I'm sure they'll figure that out one of these days."


Chopper beeped, mom, we're not even. How many times have I saved you all? and waved his arms.


Hera laughed. "Yes chop, we all owe you."


We spent the rest of the time staring out the windows at the blue and white streaks of hyperspace. Soon enough we would be back to Lothal to pick up Zeb and deliver the supplies.


xxx


POV Ezra


"Sabine?" I said as I knocked on her door.


"What do you want Ezra?" Uff she doesn't sound to happy with me right now. "Can I come in?"


She opens the door, "what."


Yeahhhh, she's definitely mad.


"I just wanted to see how you were."


"Well it's going to need a new paint job but there's nothing beskar can't take. Anything else?"


I shook my head and headed to my room. I laid in my bunk thinking about what happened. I thought my vision was so clear this time, I saw it all happen, Sabine and Kanan were surrounded. Like always everything seemed so blurred now thinking about it. I know what I need to do once we finish this mission.


Confliction
Chapter Notes


Like I said before, I'm not editing this other than adding POV so some of this isn't grammatically correct. sry.


POV Hera


We arrived on Lothal, no issues with the imperial blockade this time.


"Alright we'll be coming up on Tarkintown pretty quick, everyone ready to move?" I said over the com system.


"We're ready Hera, did you reach Zeb yet?" asked Kanan.


"Not yet, trying to find a frequency the empire isn't monitoring," and this isn't many. "How's it coming Chop?"


A few chirps came from the little droid, Ready anddd channel 17.


"Thanks buddy," I pulled up the com links, "Spectre 4 are you ready for the drop?"


"Copy that Spectre 2, glad to see you made it back in one piece," the lasat replied.


I let out a small laugh, there's been a few close calls recently and every mission seems to bring new danger and we've just barely made it out of the last few. I wish we could just lay low for a few months, I'd do anything for even just a week without having to deal with the empire but it's not going to happen until we can defeat them. I don't even hardly remember a time when there wasn't war raging across the galaxy. I was just a girl during the clone wars, and now this. I shake my head as I refocus, I can see Tarkintown on the horizon.


"Alright, ramps going down in 3..2..1," I lower the ramp and the crew releases the few crates we were able to obtain, once I get the all clear that Zeb is aboard we're off. Onto the next mission.


xxx


POV Zeb


I spent a few days with the refugees of Tarkintown, teaching a few of their strongest some defense techniques. I didn't want to leave the crew but Hera convinced me it was the right thing to do.


"So I hear you got into some trouble kid," I say to the boy as I elbow him.


"How do you know that already?"


"I didn't, but your reputation precedes you, I just assumed."


"Oh." He looked down and frowned.


I know I can be hard on the kid but I didn't really mean it most of the time. I look at him like my younger brother, I mean this is my family after all.


"Ezra come on, without you there wouldn't be any excitement." Kanan, really knows how to make an entrance. "It wasn't all your fault..this time."


Ezra looked up and gave a small smile.


"Hey where's Sabine? I haven't seen her yet." I asked.


"Right here, what do you think? I just finished it up." she turned and showed off a newly painted piece of her armor, it was purple and orange, almost looking like a sunset.


"Very nice 'bine," I turn to Ezra, "Guessing that was partly on you?"


He just rolled his eyes and walked to our cabin.


xxx


POV Kanan


The ghost was set down in an open field just outside Capitol City, we were waiting for another transmission from command before leaving Lothal. I sit and watch as the sun goes down, it's not long before I feel a presence behind me. They sit down on my right, staring across the plains. A few lothcats play a few yards ahead of us rustling the grass, other than that, it is silent.


"I've really been messing up recently," the voice finally said.


"Just because of what Zeb.." I was quickly cut off.


"It's not because he said anything! I nearly cost us the mission because of these stupid visions," Ezra huffed.


"Ezra, overtime you will learn to see things more clearly, as you become more experienced with the force with will show you more."


"Maybe I'm just not cut out for this," he whispered.


"Ezra, the force led me to you. You can do this. But I have felt the conflict inside you, it's closing you off from the force. You must learn to open yourself up to it."


"Yes master."


We sat silently until the sun finished setting. I didn't want my apprentice to do what I had done when I was his age. He has too much potential for that.


"Boys, incoming transmission from Commander Sato."


Solis Geminae
POV Sabine


A hologram was displayed in the cockpit, the whole crew gathered around to hear what Commander Sato would have to say. I didn't like to lay low for too long, too much risk of being caught. Better to keep moving.


"Captain Syndulla, after intercepting imperial transmissions for the past few rotations we have discovered that another rebel cell has been captured on Tatooine.  Your mission is to free them. We will send more information once you have reached the coordinates you will be receiving momentarily."


"You can count on us Commander," Hera chimed.


Great, Tatooine. Once of my least favorite planets in the entire galaxy. Nothing is better than sand, it just gets underneath all of my armor. But I know that's not the only reason I don't like it. No Sabine, you can't think about that, there is too much at stake, you have a mission to complete. 


Chopper input the coordinates and we were off to Tatooine. I regret what I was thinking earlier. I would rather have stayed on Lothal than go to the stupid desert planet.


I sat in the common room, helmet in my hands, just staring at my reflection. It really couldn't have been anywhere besides Tatooine. I jump as I feel a hand on my shoulder. 


"Oh sorry Sabine, I didn't mean to scare you," spoke Kanan. "Is something bothering you?"


"Nope. I'm alright, just tired," I lied. Come on Sabine, he's a jedi, he probably knows you just lied straight to him. 


"Okay, but you know you can always talk to me."


"I know, thanks Kanan." I stood up quickly and headed up to to cockpit. 


xxx


POV Kanan


Sabine went through the doors towards the cockpit. I could tell something was off with her after the meeting with Sato. The question was what. I hate to see any of the ghost crew, my family, upset. It's been a hard time for all of us, mission after mission. I wish there was another way. My old self would have just run from my problems but now I'm fighting for a cause. 


"Ezra," I said as the boy walked passed me, "think you can do something for me?"


"Sure Kanan, what's up?"


"Maybe you can keep a closer eye on Sabine once we get to Tatooine."


"Okayyyy, why? Is something wrong with her?"


"Just a precaution."


xxx


POV Chopper


We exited hyperspace and quickly landed outside of Mos Pelgo. I was not excited about this mission. 


Mommmmm, Do I have to go out there? Do you see all of that sanddddddddd. It's going to get stuck in my gearsssssss.


"Yes Chop, you have to come with. I'm sure Ezra or Zeb would love to clean you up when we're all done."


I raised my arms and threw them down to my sides, dramatically of course. 


Fineeeeeeee.
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POV Hera


After we landed a transmission came through with only a name. Krineli Feld. We exited the ghost and started towards town. Entering a small cantina, there was only a handful of people seated at a table in the corner. 


"So how are we supposed to find this person?" sighed Ezra.


"I don't suppose you could be looking for me?" said a mysterious figure, stepping out from a shadow. Her pale white skin seemed to almost glow. "Feld, Krineli Feld of solis geminae."


"Well, that went easier than expected," spoke Zeb.


"Krineli, I'm.. we're sorry to hear what happened to your group." I said as I placed my hand on her shoulder.


"It's alright, we weren't thinking. We just wanted it to end but made it worse."


"What can you tell us?" questioned Kanan.


"4 of my team attempted to steal some supplies from an imperial outpost we thought had been abandoned. I'm not sure how many troopers there are, but this is the last transmission we received." She pulls out a small holodisk and plays the message.


"Feld, we were wrong! There's too many for us to handle! *he turns away* GET DOWN!" and the transmission ends.


I knew how she was feeling, not knowing if any of her team was still alive, she was almost as young as I was when I first started getting involved in the rebellion, too young. 


"We will help you rescue your friends. How many of your team can come with us?"


"For now it's just me, I stayed behind with one of our injured. But if we can leave now we can be to the outpost before the suns set."


 


Imperial Outpost, Part One
POV Ezra


We're off, Hera sent Chopper back to the ghost to prep the phantom for when we were out of there. Kanan told me it was my job to watch over Sabine this mission, nothing seemed to be wrong about her. At least so far. 


"The outpost is just through this pass," explained Krineli. I liked her, she seems to be a natural leader, reminds me of Hera is she was younger. We reach the pass, mountainous rock walls on both sides of us, looking into it seemed to feel like we were being trapped. 


Kanan peered around the rocks we were crouched behind. "Here's the plan, since this is a small facility it's likely that they are being held in the command room, after Chopper ran the numbers earlier it looks like we should be expecting no more than a few squadrons. There's a hanger bay up top above the command room. Hera, Sabine, Ezra and Krineli will take the command room while Zeb and I get the bay clear for Chop to make a landing."


Everyone nods and gets ready to go. Zeb and Kanan trail back the way we came and begin climbing the walls of pass. 


"Alright, let's do this." We cling tightly to the wall of the canyon until we reach an access point. Door won't open. Shocker. 


"Come on Ez, we don't have all day," said Hera.


"Anddd got it," the door slowly opened revealing 2 patrolling stormtroopers. Sabine blasted them before they could even turn around. We took their armor, and Sabine and I changed. 


"Alright, command center, this way." I pointed.


xxx


POV Sabine, flashback moment


We walk through the empty halls, hoping no one would come to confront us. This armor, it's stiff and awkward. I hate it. It feels like I'm at the academy. I look down to my feet.


"Very good Sabine," I look up. Captain Highril, the imperial academy, I'm back. "That will serve the empire well. Without you, we would never have figured out how to subdue Mandalore."


"Thank you Captain, I am here to serve the empire." I say with a smile. 


What have I done? This is wrong, my people, my family, gone... It's my fault. I drop to my knees and the only thing I hear is Ezra shouting my name.
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POV Ezra


"Sabine! Sabine!" She doesn't respond. Sabine laid on the floor in front of me. I removed the helmet from her head, she was breathing but unconscious.


"Hera, you have to keep going. The command center is just down that hallway. You have to finish the mission. You and Krineli both. Kanan and Zeb will be waiting for you."


"What about Sabine?" asked Krineli.


"I'll get her out of here," I could see a worried expression on Hera's face, "don't worry, I'll take care of her."


Reluctantly she nods and they both head off towards the command room.


I buzzed my com link, "Chopper, I need a pick up now!"


The droid buzzed, "I'm waiting for Kanan's signal."


"It's Sabine, we have to get her out of here." I hear the engines of the phantom roar to life.


"It'll be okay Sabine, I'm here with you." I pick her up, she's not very heavy, and carry her back the way we came. 


"Landing in 10." Chopper set the phantom down about 10 yards away from the door as too not be seem by any imperials. I carry Sabine to the ship and lay her down on a bench.


I brush her colorful hair out of her face and reveal her tear-stained cheek. "I'm here Sabine, I'll always be here," I whisper as I grab her hand.


Imperial Outpost, Part Two
POV Hera


It was just Krineli and me as we raced through the halls of the outpost to rescue the rest of Solis Geminae, the small band of rebels on Tatooine. We reached the command center, one of us on each side of the door.


"I'm not ready," said Krineli, "I can't do this."


I looked her in the eyes, "yes you can, they are counting on you."


She took a deep breath and we raised our blasters. Here goes nothing. The door opened to reveal 2 stormtroopers along with a few low ranking imperial officers. Before they could even react, we had the troopers stunned. One officer reached for his blaster but Krineli was able to stun him before he got the chance. 


"Colo, Loree, Ondar, Kry! You're all ok."


"We were beginning to think you were going to leave us here."


"Alright, I'm always down for a happy reunion but we need to get out of here," I spoke quickly.


They all nodded, after removing the cuffs from each of the rebels, we made our way to find the hanger bay. There would be a slight change in plans but it wouldn't be us without one.


"Spectre 1 this is spectre 2, how's the hanger coming?"
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POV Kanan


"Not great spectre 2, we're a little pinned down, what's taking so long?"


"Yeah, umm, any ships in the hanger we can take? Chop's not coming anymore."  Something did happen with Sabine, Ezra must have gone back.


"Alright,  you better get here quick. Backup is coming."  Exactly what we didn't need right now. To alert the empire to our position. 


"Zeb, get to that shuttle, prepare to get out of here." I shout to the Lasat.


"You got it" I covered him while he headed to the ship. I turn and see Hera running in with the rest of Krineli's rebels.


"Onto the shuttle, NOW!"


"Kanannnn," I hear Hera.


"I'm coming, head out, I'll make it." The troopers had started to close the hanger doors. If they didn't get out now, none of us would make it.


I ran towards the shuttle and jumped just barely making it passed the closing door and hardly catching the edge of the ramp. Hera pulled me up and punched me in the arm.


"Hey!"


"Kanan Jarrus don't you ever do that again!" I knew she isn't ever impressed when I do these kinds of things but she should know by now that I'm gonna do it again.


 


Memory
Chapter Notes


Chapter Warning: Slight PTSD, Memory loss, Attempted Suicide(Kinda).


Sabine has a traumatic childhood.


POV Sabine


I don't know where I am, who are these people? 


"Sabine."


"Sabine."


"It's ok Sabine"


Slowly things start to focus, I'm in a bright room, surrounded by a few faces that I don't seem to recognize.


"Who are you? Where am I?" I shuffle my self back on the bed I was on, pulling up my knees. What happened to me?


"What? Sabine are you alright?" said the woman, she looked worried and reached out to put her hand on my knee.


I pulled away, "Don't touch me. Who are you people?" I was almost yelling at this point with tears starting to form in my eyes. 


"It'll be ok dear, everything will be ok. Kanan.."


I looked over to the man, he waved his hand in front of me and then everything was dark. 
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POV Hera


"She's asleep but I'm not sure for how long"


"What happened to her?" questioned Ezra.


I put my hand on his shoulder, "she has been through a lot, the trauma from her past might be taking over her body right now. The only thing we can do for her is make her feel safe and hope that our Sabine will come back." I knew that Sabine had had a rough life before she came to us, being disowned by her family, working under the empire, it's not exactly the life a teenager should have.


Ezra walked away from me and towards the medbay, "I'm going to be there until she wakes up."


I nodded. He needs to be with her. I know that it hurt him the most that she didn't recognize him.
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pov


Sabine. My little sister, laid in a bed under a jedi mind trick. I knew that it was best for her to be asleep but it pained me to know that she was gone. She wasn't herself. It pained me knowing that I wasn't there for her when she went down.


"Zeb?" 


"Yeah?" It was Hera, it's like she knows when anyone's upset.


"I know it's hard, but she's going to be ok."


"Yeah I know, it's just that I've lost so many people ya know?" Well the second part of that was true at least.


I heard her let out a sigh and take a seat next to me. I got up and went to my room, I just needed to be alone.


I close the door behind me and fall to my knees. I don't know what I would do if she never remembers me. I feel a tear roll down my cheek, and then I'm sobbing. I finally am able to pull myself to my feet and reach my bunk. I'm going to be here for awhile.
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POV Hera, Partly Flashback


Zeb left, I think we all just want to be alone right now. Sabine is part of our family. I rest my head against the table and let out a soft cry. 


"Woah watch your step there," I grab onto a young girls arm, pulling her away from the edge of the platform. 


"Let me go," she said pulling her arm away from me, stumbling backwards.


I catch her again, but this time her hood slides back and I can see her face, the tear stains on her face. She was no more than 15, "Where are your parents dear?"


"What do you care?" she said as she stormed away.


I knew something was wrong. I followed her for awhile but eventually lost her in the sea of people and headed back to the ghost.


"Hey! What did you find?" asked Kanan, wondering about the route for our mission tomorrow.


"There's a small train platform above the pickup location so if we time it right we will have coverage from above."


"Good to hear," said Zeb, "We could always use something to make a job easier."


I headed to my room still thinking about the girl on the platform. I sat down on my bed and Kanan came in. 


"What are you thinking about?"


"There was this girl on the platform today. I pulled her back from the edge, I just had this feeling."


"You did a good thing Hera."


"I know but I feel like I could have done more.."


"Hera you always feel that way."


I just nodded and laid down and he followed, tomorrow would be a long day.


In the morning, Kanan is still fast asleep. I get up and get everything ready for the job, making sure Chopper knew where to pick us up.


"Spectre 2 to Spectre 4, are you in position?"


"Yep, train in coming, should be great cover just like you said."


"You ready?" I looked at Kanan, he nodded. We started up the speeder bikes and headed to the rendezvous. 


We quickly attached the cargo and were just about to pull away when I hear a scream. We both look up and see a person falling from the platform above. Kanan is able to use the force to catch her. 


"Thank you," she said, "how did you do that?"


He went to respond but was quickly cut off by the blast from a stormtrooper. It kept firing as we hopped on the speeders. 


"You want a ride out of here?"


She nodded and hopped on the back of my bike.


"Spectre 4, take care of that buckethead for us."


"You got it Spectre 1." And just like that there was no more shots.


We made it out of the city right to where Chopper had the phantom waiting for us.


"Thank you for saving me back there and yesterday," the girl said.


"You're the girl from the platform?"


"Yeah.. Sorry for being so rude, who are you people anyways?"


"We're working against the empire, trying to free as many people as we can."


"That's exactly what I want to do," she whispered.


"Alright well we can get you back to your parents, I'm sure they're worried about you," spoke Kanan.


"Well, um.. I don't have anyone to go home to."


I nodded, "Do you want to help defeat the Empire?"


"More than you know."


"Then you're more than welcome to join us. I'm Hera, and this is Kanan and Zeb."


Chopper beeped annoyed. "Forgetting someone?" with his hand on his hips.


"Annnd Chopper."


"I'm Sabine."


And like that, we welcomed Spectre 5.


Waiting for Answers
POV Ezra


It had been hours since Sabine fell asleep. Part of me wondered if she would be the same when she woke up or if she just needed rest. I sat next to her, just holding her hand and watching the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. I had been called to dinner a few hours ago but I wasn't going to leave her side. Hera brought me a plate a little bit ago but I hadn't even touched it. I started to fall asleep but was able to keep jerking my head up to stay awake. I had my arms crossed, on Sabine's bed, was resting my head on them and must have fallen asleep at some point because I partly stirred when I felt Hera place a blanket around me late in the night. 


"Hera?"


"Oh I'm sorry dear, I didn't mean to wake you up."


"No, it's alright. But can I ask you something?"


"Of course you can."


"What will happen if Sabine doesn't remember us?"


"Ezra... I-I don't think that's going to happen, and you need to get some sleep."


"I will, good night Hera."


"Good night, Ezra." 


I blinked but when I opened my eyes it was the next morning, guess it wasn't a blink. I was still in the medbay with Sabine and she was still unconscious. 
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POV Sabine


I started to wake up, not really sure what had happened. All I remember is being surrounded by people. That's about it. I slowly sat up and looked around the room I was in, there was a sleeping boy next to me, he looked familiar. Not much else I could conclude based off of this room. I shifted and the boy woke up.


"You're awake, how do you feel?"


"Um, alright I guess. Where am I?"


"You're on the ghost, Sabine."


"Ez-ezra?" He rushed over and hugged me.


"We thought you had forgotten us. We were all so worried." It sounded almost like he was going to cry. 


Finally he let go and helped me up, "I could never forget about you," I said.


He held onto me as we walked through the automatic doors towards the common room. 


"Sabine!" said Hera, "Oh I'm so happy you're okay."


"Yeah, me too," I replied, running my hand through my hair. "Where are we off to now?"


"Headed back to base, there's apparently been some important transmission from fulcrum that we must see."


"Why don't they just transmit it to us?" questioned Zeb.


"I don't know," stated Hera, "but we'll be there soon enough."


We reached the rebel base soon enough, as we all headed to the briefing room, Ezra and I were forced to wait outside. 


"What do you think they're talking about that we can't be in there for?"


"Honestly Ezra, wouldn't you have a better idea of that? Can't you like use the force to get into people's minds?"


"It doesn't work like that Sabine." We sat on the ground next to each other and leaned up against the building. After waiting and waiting, finally everyone came out. 


"Head to the ghost and gather your things," said Kanan, "you two are staying here."


"What?!" Ezra and I said in unison, quickly looked at each other and then back to Kanan. 
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Kanan's POV


"You're not coming on this mission," I said. I knew they weren't going to take it well but it's for their own goods. Leaving Ezra and Sabine wasn't our choice. 


"You can't be serious," spoke my padawan.


"Yes, now you better go quickly, we must leave soon."


The two teens headed back towards the ship. 


"They're never going to forgive us for this," Hera said, "but one day they'll understand."


"Yeah, I just worry.."


Hera cut me off, "It's for their safety." Putting her hand on my shoulder.


I looked to Zeb, and he just nodded in agreement. 


 


 


 


Left Behind
Chapter Notes


Chapter Warnings: Fluff


POV Sabine


I went to my room and gathered the few things I had. Some paints, a small stack of clothes, my blasters, and the few photos I had of my family and the crew stashed under my bed. I could hear Chopper in the hall beeping away, as usual. 


"I'm going to miss you 'biney." He said. I laughed a little bit, he's the only one who's ever called me that. 


"I'll miss you too Chop," I replied and placed my hand on his dome that was leaned against my leg.


Ezra walked out of his room, "ready?"


"No, but we don't really have a choice."


We left the ghost, our home, to say goodbye to the people we loved most. As the ramp to the ghost closed, Hera looked back at us, a few tears fell from her eyes. And then they were gone.


Slowly we headed into the command center where Rex was waiting for us.


"Alright kids, weapons."


"What? No."


"Sorry, Ezra not my rules," he replied. 


"Just do it Ezra," I handed over my blasters feeling defeated. Ezra finally gave in and handed Rex his lightsaber and blaster.
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POV Ezra


Rex walked us down a narrow hall and opened one of the doors.


"Sabine, this will be your room for awhile."


"Woah, woah, woah, what do you mean 'awhile'? How long are they going to be gone?" I said angrily. 


Rex reached up and rubbed his head nervously, as if he wasn't supposed to say anything. "Well.. ughhh... um..."


The door at the end of the hall opened, saving Rex from having to answer.


"Sabine, Ezra, I would like to see you in the briefing room once you settle in," spoke General Sato before he turned and walked out the way he came. 


Rex turned around and opened a door across the hall, "Ezra this is yours." He left Sabine and I in the hall as he walked in the direction Sato was.


"Sabine.."


She just turned into her new room. I did the same. Angry they left us, but even more so that they couldn't even tell us why. I threw my bag on the ground and sat on my bed. The room was small and cold unlike the comfort of being onboard the ghost in my room with Zeb. I sat for a few more minutes before making my way back to the briefing room.


The door opened to reveal Sabine, Sato, Rex, and Ahsoka. 


"Glad you could join us," said Ahsoka.


"Can you tell us what is going on?" I said walking over to them.


"There's a mission vital to the cell and it was risky. Once Hera and Kanan heard about it they immediately volunteered."


Sabine quickly responded, "every mission is risky, what's so different about this one?"


"There's no communication with them, we can transmit but can't receive anything back," said Sato.


"What? Why?" I could hear my voice getting louder.


"They have to keep themselves invisible with the territory they're in."


"How long will they be gone?" I heard Sabine's voice cracking up like she was about to cry.


"We aren't sure, likely a few months," replied Ahsoka.


"I'm sorry, for now that's all we can tell you."


Sabine left the room immediately. Like she couldn't hear anymore.


"Why didn't they take us?" I asked.


Ahsoka was the only one to look at me, "Kanan needed you here to continue on the Jedi if something were to happen. Sabine... well, after her accident everyone thought it would be best for her to take time away from the action. She needs time to heal."


xxx


POV Sabine


I had walked out the door but I could still hear everything. I didn't need time, I was completely fine. I went to my room and sat on my bed and just stared at the wall. It was blank, not colorful like on the ghost.


There was a knock on the door but before I could answer Ezra walked in. He sat besides me and I just started crying. 


He wrapped his arms around me, "shhhh it's okay Sabine."


I cried onto his shoulder, "it's not okay. They didn't want us anymore and just left us here. Why would they abandon us like that?" I cried harder.


"They didn't abandon us. They did it to protect us," I could tell he had tears in his eyes.


"I want them to come back."


"They will. They'll be back for us soon," he said. 


We stayed like that for hours, I started to exhaust myself and was half asleep in Ezra's arms. He laid me down, probably thinking I was asleep. He held my hand for a few minutes and sat with me just like he had after the accident. When he got up to leave, he pushed my hair out of my face and kissed my forehead.


"Good night Sabine Wren."


Good night Ezra Bridger...


 


Day One
POV Ezra


It had been hard to fall asleep last night, I wasn't sure if it was the silence of the room or the racing of my thoughts. Kanan left me here to continue the legacy of the jedi, meaning he didn't think he was going to make it back. I've had just over a year of training, no where near ready for this kind of responsibility, and with that I don't even have my saber. I sighed, rolled out of bed and headed to the mess to get something to eat. 


I walked in and grabbed a plate of food, eating slowly because I had nothing else to do today. Rex sat down next to me, I didn't even acknowledge him.


"Want to go out on a patrol with me in a hour?"


"Sure," I shrugged my shoulders, I guess anything was better than sitting around all day.


After I finished, I walked back to my room and took a quick shower before meeting Rex back out in the hanger.


"Here, you might want this, just in case," the clone winked with the last part as he tossed my lightsaber. I had a feeling this was going to be more than just a patrol.


We set out for the hills, checking the probes we had set months ago to monitor for any activity on the planet. Giet, similar to my home world of Lothal, it was mostly grassy plains although there were a few mountain ranges. Karmin base sat at the bottom of one, with a system of caves and tunnels to keep us hidden. 


"Kid, this way," Rex gestured.


We rounded a corner and there was set up a small field, almost like a training course. 


"I thought maybe you and Sabine would need something to keep your skills up. My old general used to set up something similar for Commander Tano."


"Thank you Rex, really."


The old clone just smiled and nodded before going back to Karmin. I stayed out for hours setting myself up targets avoiding certain posts. It wasn't much but with the supplies that we have to spare this is more than extraordinary. It was mostly some empty crates, a few posts vertical to the ground and a few short stumps connected by planks. Only once it started to get dark did I go back to Karmin. 
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POV Sabine


I spent most of my day in my room, leaving to eat and to sit outside on a ledge looking over the plains. Ezra had been gone all day and I just needed some time to myself. I had just gotten up when I saw Ezra coming out of the field. He looked relaxed, almost happy, how could he when our family left us here. 


"Sabine, you will have no idea what I've been doing."


"Forgetting about reality apparently, don't you realize that? There's more important things at stake here and we can't do anything about it," I yelled and his smile disappeared. 


"I'm sorry Sabine, but..." I cut him off by walking away. I went back to my room where I spent the rest of the night. 


When I laid down to finally go to sleep that's when the nightmares started.


"Sabine help us!"


"Sabine!"


"Sabine where are you?"


I woke up in a cold sweat. I grabbed the clock, 5:30, I guess there's no point in going back to sleep. I threw on some clothes and opened my door. It was so quiet. On the ghost there was always noise, the steady hum of the engine, a chirp from Chopper, sliding of a door. Here, there was only the rustling of the grass.


I sat outside and watched as the sun swept over the planet. I took my sketch pad out with a pencil and began to draw the gietacats that were playing in front of me. 


I was out there for while before there was a tap on my shoulder, I looked up. It was Ezra.


"I brought you some caff."


"Thanks," I took the cup from him and took a sip, "I'm sorry for yelling at you yesterday."


"It's alright, we're going through a lot." We both looked out on the landscape and took another sip from our cups. 


"How long do you think they're going to be gone?"


"I have no idea," the boy shrugged.


 


 


A Mission of Our Own
POV Ezra


The days dragged on, I spent most of my time outside on the training course that Rex had make for me. 


"Ezra, we need you in command." Ahsoka? She was hardly ever here, something might have gone wrong with the mission.


"I'll be right there."  I sprinted back to Karmin. 


"There's a mission for the two of you," spoke Ahsoka.


Sabine and I looked at each other, worried yet eager. 


"Nothing happened to the crew, this is separate," Ahsoka said, "There was a message from Krownest."


Sabine's expression changed, "what do they want?"


"Sabine," I start to speak before getting cut off by Sato.


"A message from clan Wren came requesting assistance in breaking into an imperial compound to rescue a few of their members who were taken after refusing to take orders from Gar Saxon, a known ally to the empire."


"Tristan..." whispered the Mandolorian.


"We don't have any confirmed names, Sabine." mentioned Ahsoka. 


"We have to go, Now!" 


"That's why we called you in so quickly, you, Ezra, and Rex will go, you leave in an hour."


Quickly we rushed out of the room to prepare for the mission. Who's Tristan? Clan Wren like Sabine's family? She never talked about them so I have no idea. 
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POV Sabine


I go back to my room and put on my armor. I haven't been wearing it recently since I've just been on base. It's full of colors which my father would appreciate, my mother on the other hand, would think that it is disrespectful of our clan whose colors were yellow and silver for all of our history. This is the first I have heard anything from my family since I left for the academy. Is part of this my fault?


There's a knock at the door, "Sabine?"


I opened the door, "oh hi Rex."


"I thought you might need these back," he handed me my blasters, "I'll need someone to cover me out there."


"I heard that!" said a muffled Ezra from behind his door. 


We both laughed a little. I had almost forgotten what it was like to laugh.  I had almost forgotten what my family thought I was. I am nothing to them anymore.


"Thanks Rex, now let's get going," I banged on Ezra's door, "you too, get moving."


"I'm coming, I'm coming!" his sarcastic tone was so distinct. 


Krownest here I come.


Krownest
Chapter Notes


Chapter Warning: Fluff, Angst?


POV Sabine


I sat in the cockpit, waiting for what used to be my home to appear in front of me. Krownest, an icy planet just off of Mandalore. I hadn't been there since just before my 13th birthday, I was 17 now. I could never go back after speaking against the empire, it put my family in too much danger, I put the whole clan in danger. 


"We're here."


"I can see that," I snidely remarked.


We entered the atmosphere and were greeted by only a few Mandalorian soldiers flying next to our ship. 


"Mishuk gotal'u meshuroke, pako kyore." I say.


The warrior next to me nods and leads the ship towards the stronghold. 


Once the ship lands and we walk outside, we are greeted by 3 people, Lonral Tenit, who was a member of my mother's personal guard, Taig Lugg, my childhood friend, and Alrich Wren, my father.


I couldn't believe that I was here and didn't have blasters pointed at me.


"Sabine?" spoke the man as he removed his helmet.


"Father!" I ran forward and hugged him, "I've missed you."


"I've missed you more, wildflower."


"Not that I want to break up this reunion, but there's a greater task at hand," the Jedi said.


"He's right," Alrich said, "we must act quickly."


I nodded and we proceeded inside. 


"What happened father?"


"It was Saxon, He came during the night requesting for people to join his army for the empire. He called Tristan forwards and took him. Your mother tried to stop him and they took her too."


"Do you have any idea where they might be?" asked Ezra.


"I took a few scouts to Mandolore yesterday," spoke Taig, "We believe they are in Sundari."


"We have to go now, who knows what they will do with Mother if we don't get her out of there. And Tristan, I will not let my younger brother be used as a pawn in the empires schemes!"


Ezra put his hand on my shoulder from behind me, "we'll get them back, both of them."


"We make a plan and go in the morning." stated Lonral. 


I nodded. Everyone left the room except for my father and I. 


"I'm sorry I left, for what I've cost the clan."


"It is alright, wildflower. Look at what you have become, working towards the greater good," he spoke softly to calm his daughter, "this symbol, I've seen it before."


He was pointing to the phoenix on my chestplate, "it's the tag I've been using for the rebellion."


"I knew I recognized it. Sabine your art is reaching every corner of the galaxy. Images of it appear on the holonet from time to time, you stand for something important, my daughter."


"Besides being a disappointment to my family?"


"Yes, hope."


I stared at my father for a moment before embracing him again and allowing myself to let out a few tears. "What will mother think of me? Coming back here?"


"This is your home, and it always will be. You have always had a place here."


I wiped my eyes, "I hope she sees it that way."


"I know she will."


"Father?" I said, "what will you do once we rescue them? Saxon will just keep coming at you until you submit.. or otherwise.."


"That is not for you to worry about, you are far too young to think about those kinds of things."


"I'm a lot more mature than you think."


"Oh really? Like between you and the boy?"


I blushed a little, "What? Fatherrr."


"I saw the way you looked at him, Sabine," he remarked," and the way that he looks towards you."


"We're just friends, I promise."


"Oh alright my dear, go get some rest, tomorrow will be a long day."


"Good night father."


xxx


POV Ezra


There was a knock at the door, "Sabine?"


"Hey, can I talk to you for a sec?"


Confused, I let her into the room I had been shown to, "What's up?" I turn to face her as I shut the door.


"I just have to know," she said quickly before she kissed me.


I froze, this wasn't really happening. As she pulled away I realized it was real. I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her again. I had been thinking about this the entire time I had known her, I had a crush on her the second I stepped onto the ghost.


I took a step back, "Sabine, I..."


"Shhh" She inched closer to me again, pushing me back onto the bed and sitting on my lap. 


I held the small of her back with one hand and had the other behind her head. She reached under my shoulder to run her hands down my back.


This continued for some time and before I knew it I was laying down with Sabine's head resting against my chest. She had her legs pulled close to her body as she got closer to me. I traced spirals on her shoulder as I watched the rise and fall of her chest. I put my head against the pillow and within seconds I was asleep.


 


 


 


Daybreak
POV Ezra


I wake up to the rising sun, shining on my face, Sabine is still asleep in bed with me. I carefully move her as not to wake her. As quietly as I could I leave the room and make my way to the common room I had seen yesterday. Rex and Alrich were conversing, probably coming up with some kind of plan. I continue down a hall until I reach another small room, Taig, was seated in front of a fireplace. I took another step and she turned and looked at me. 


"You can come in, you don't have to sneak around."


"Uh, thanks." I sat to her right.


"I've never met a Jedi before," she said.


"Well I'm really only half a Jedi," I remarked, "if my master was here, that might be different."


She laughed, "well I've only heard stories, mostly bad, no offense."


"None taken, I wasn't even born yet when most of that happened."


She laughed again, "I guess you're right. Thanks for bringing Sabine home. It's been a long time since I've seen her."


"Of course we had to come help," I replied, "but Sabine has never mentioned her family or anything related to her home since I've known her."


"I don't blame her, things were bad."


"What happened?"


A voice came from behind us, "what happened was I learned the truth about the empire and decided to do something about it. While the rest of my family became pawns of the empire, I have been working to topple it piece by piece."


"Sabine, you know we couldn't, there wasn't enough of us."


"You could have stood by me, had my back, instead you all knelt at Saxon's feet," she turned out of the room, I could tell how upset she was getting.


I chased after her, "Sabine wait."


"No Ezra! You don't know what it was like. They did nothing. Nothing! All of the information I showed them, the proof of what was happening in the galaxy and they wanted nothing to do with it."


"It's okay."


"No it's not! My family! My friends! Everyone turned their back on me!"


"Yeah? Well would you rather have had my life Sabine? My parents spoke against the empire and look at what happened to them! They're dead Sabine. I've been on my own for over half my life! They did what they had to in order to protect their family."


I saw the tears form in her eyes as the corners of her mouth drooped. I felt my anger, I had backed her against a wall, not even realizing that I had moved. 


"I-I'm sorry.." I backed away and walked back to the room in which we had slept together. I slid down the wall and pulled up my knees. I hadn't meant to snap at her like that. I'm sorry Sabine...


xxx


POV Sabine


Ezra headed back into the room we had shared last night, the door closed and I walked towards it. I sat on the floor with my head in my hands. I knew he was right, we were both right, but we had lived different lives. A few tears rolled down my cheeks. I heard footsteps coming down the corridor and quickly wiped my eyes. 


"The time is now," spoke my father.


I nodded, putting on my helmet.


It was Taig, my father, and myself in the ship only waiting on Ezra. He and Rex came from the building, looked at each other and then parted ways. Once Ezra was aboard he sat across from me.


"Sabi.." I cut him off.


"After Ezra, after," I got up from my seat and stood between my father and my friend.


Mother, Tristan, I'm coming for you. 


 


 


Rescue and Confrontation
POV Ezra


The arrival on Mandolore was quick. I was expecting a blockade but there was only one light cruiser. We easily slipped through.


"Alright, we get one shot at this, you ready?"


I nodded. We were doing this for Sabine, for her family. I look over at Sabine, she looks like she's doubting herself. I place my hand on her shoulder, "Hey what's wrong?"


"I haven't seen my mother since I left the academy. I tried to come home and she told me if I even tried to set foot on Krownest, she would alert the empire so we didn't exactly end on good terms." 


"Sabine that was years ago and now times have changed. She'll be happy to see you."


"We're here," interrupted Taig, "moving out in 5."


"Let's do this," I said, holding out my hand. She took it, pulling herself up.


"Alright, let's go," Sabine said before putting on her helmet.


We've done this job plenty of times, but this one was different. It was only Sabine and me. No Kanan, no Hera, no Zeb, not even Chopper were here to back us up. I just wish we knew something about them. 


xxx


POV Sabine


Ezra and I were going in alone. Almost blind. We had little information on the stronghold, but we knew my mother and Tristan would be in the detention block. My father and Taig stayed with the ship, but Taig was ready to be our backup if we needed it. 


"Ezra, NOW!" 


He detonated the charge and the wall blew. We held ourselves tight against the wall as all the stormtroopers rushed to the commotion. We casually walked inside through a door. We were able to see the ventilation shafts, one of our specialties. Ezra jumped up and opened the vent, swinging himself inside. I jumped and closed it just before a group of stormtroopers rounded the corner. 


"That was close," he said.


"We've had closer, now move."


We wove around the stronghold until we reached the detention cells. Ezra jumped down and did some jedi mind trick. 


"You will drop you blasters and go to command."


"We will drop our blasters and go to command."


They, as Ezra commanded, dropped their blasters and left the hall. Quickly, I dropped out of the vent and landed next to him. I opened the cell door. "Mother? Tristan?"


The two were seated against the far wall, both with their hands in binders.


The boy looked up slowly, "Sa-Sabine?"


My mother followed, she looked up at me and almost immediately back down.


Ezra came in and cut the binders with his lightsaber. "Mother," I said, "Are you alright?"


She hugged me, which caused me to jump a little, "much better now, my daughter. I've missed you."


"We need to get you out of here. Follow us, we have a ride out."


My mother and Tristan grabbed the blasters that the troopers had dropped and we ran towards the door we came in. We were almost there when we came face to face with a whole squad of troopers and none other than Gar Saxon himself. 


"Well what do we have here? Little Sabine Wren has finally come home. And who is this with you, my dear?"


Ezra reached for his lightsaber, I gestured for him not to, I was going to handle him my own way. 


"Saxon, I haven't missed you one bit."


"That is a shame, you know, you had so much potential. You might have even been an officer one day."


"I would never, besides, I get to make my own decisions now, I get to help free the people you enslave."


"Such a big job for a little girl like yourself, I'm glad you came to recruit more for your cause then."


Oh this man was really pissing me off, I've had enough. I pulled out my blasters and shot faster than I could think. I blinked and Saxon was on the ground, not dead, but definitely wounded. The stormtroopers began to fire but we were faster, plus mandolorian armor could hold up against blaster fire. 


After taking them all out, we hurried towards the exit. Waiting for us was the ship.


"Ursa!" 


"Alrich?"


"Hurry now, my love."


We all got onto the ship, my parents embracing. It was nice, seeing them together, being together as a family. 


We landed on Krownest a short while later.


"Sabine," my mother said walking up to me, "I'm sorry about what happened after the academy, I've lived everyday regretting it."


"It's alright mother, without it, I probably wouldn't be here today."


"I love you Sabine," she said.


"I love you too."


We hugged and my father came and hugged us too.


*The next morning*


Ezra, Rex and I were getting ready to leave when my parents approached me.


"We are so proud of you wildflower," spoke my father.


"Sabine, dear, your father and I must stay here to protect the clan, would you stay?"


As much as I wanted to say yes, I looked back to Ezra, "I'm so sorry, I have another place that needs me, but I will come if you need anything."


We hugged for a final time before I boarded our ship. Ezra sat down next to me and put his arm around me. I leaned my head on his shoulder. Things could only get better from here. 


 


Another Episode
POV Sabine


The arrival back to the base was nothing out of the ordinary. We were greeted by Sato as well as a few other officers.


"How was the mission?" questioned Sato.


"Well, we have new allies near Mandolore," I said, "Clan Wren will be there if we need them."


"Glad to hear, we could always use the help of more mandolorians."


I nodded and proceeded to my room. I pulled my painting supplies from under my bed and added a new painting to my walls. My family, with their armor, golden yellow and grey, the clans colors. It was nice to be able to say that I have family and a home on Krownest.
I went to grab something to eat. Walking down the hall, I waved at a few pilots and other members of the rebellion. At the end of the hall was Ezra and Rex, it looked almost like they were fighting about something.
"Sabine you can't be trying to contact me anymore," the man said, "it's risking the safety of our family. I'm sorry wildflower, but this is it." He turned off the holo.
I was alone, hiding in an alley behind some bar on a strange planet. I was scared. 15 years old and no where to go.
Everything went black.
xxx


POV Ezra


It had been a long few days and yet, I felt more awake than before, I felt it in the force. Something was pulling me. 


"Rex you have to listen to me, something's happened to the crew, I-I can feel it."


"Kid, I can't tell you anything about their mission, it could jeopardize the whole thing."


I was starting to get more upset about this whole mission thing. Sabine and I deserve to know what's going on. I raised my voice, "I can't believe there is nothing you will tell me! You know how important they are to all of us. They're the only family I have!"


Rex sighed, looking like he was about to speak again but there was a thud that distracted the both of us. 


Sabine was on the floor in the middle of the hall. It was happening again. 


"Sabine!" we both yelled. 


I ran to her and knelt beside her, reaching under her arms to sit her up. The poor girl was unconscious, she started shaking with tears rolling down her cheeks.


"Sabine, can you hear me?" I'm sure the worry in my voice could be sensed by anyone. "Please Sabine, wake up."


Rex put his hand on my shoulder, "Ezra, we need to move her to the med bay."


I nodded and picked her up carefully. Quickly whisking her off to the medical bay. When I got there, I laid her on a bed and a medical droid came over, it injected something into her arm. She stopped shaking and her body slowly relaxed. I took a breath, realizing I hadn't in a minute or two. Sabine, the girl I loved, something was happening to her again. 
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POV Rex


I stood behind Ezra, I had followed him to the med bay but he hadn't noticed yet. Too entranced in Sabine's figure. She now had a mask over her face, and the droid was doing a scan over her whole body, making sure she was alright. It didn't appear that she had any bodily harm, only something psychologically.


"Ezra, you.."


"I'm staying here, I won't leave her side."


"Kid.."


"Rex. I. Am. Staying."


"Alright, alright, I'm going to get you some food," the kid didn't even turn back towards me.


I walked out of the room, the door slide shut behind me. While we had lived different lives, Sabine and I were similar in some ways. From a young age, we were both taught that violence was the only option, it takes a toll physically, but most of all mentally. I knew what she felt, it can be overwhelming at some moments. 


I walked into the mess to grab something for myself and to bring back to Ezra. I nearly walked into a table, I was so deep in thought about this. I will help her learn to control her past as I have with mine. Sabine, I am sorry you have to go through this as I, and all of my brothers had to.   


 


A Visitor
POV Ezra


It's been hours since I brought Sabine to the med center, the med droid said nothing was physically wrong with her, therefore there was nothing it could do. Still I sat by her side, what would happen when she woke up? Last time took her sometime before she came back to herself. If she forgets me completely, I don't know what I would do. 


"Ezra you really should get some rest," the clone spoke.


"I won't leave her, I can't leave her."


"She'll be alright, I'll keep an eye on her for a little bit. You could drag a cot in here you know," he said, almost smiling, but I knew it wasn't a full one.


I laughed a little and walked out the sliding doors. It was silence as I walked back towards the room that I guess I called my own. I just wanted everything to go back to the way it used to be. I picked up one of my trooper helmets, it once was stark white but had sense been covered in shades of blue and green, one of Sabine's pieces of course. I saw myself in the reflection of the visor. I hardly recognized myself, I looked tired, overworked, it wasn't me. I threw the helmet on the floor. 


"You must control your anger young one," said a voice.


I spun around, but there was no one there.


"It will only lead you down a path to darkness."


"Who are you? Where are you?"


"I am Qui Gon Jinn, Jedi master."


"Yes, Master Jinn, Kanan told me about you. You were Obi Wan's master." 


"Yes, padawan. Now you must remember everything your master has taught you," he said.


"Yes, Master. But how can I not be angry at them for leaving me behind?"


"That you must look for the answer within yourself."


The silence returned. I felt alone again. It took me a minute before I was able to snap back to reality, remembering what I had come here for. I grabbed a few things, the extra sleeping mat I had stowed under my bed, a small blanket and my jacket. I rolled everything up and headed back to the med center.


When I entered the room, the droids were checking her vitals again and Rex was reading something off of a monitor. He turned when he heard the door slide shut behind me. No words were exchanged, only nods. I placed my bed roll on the ground and moved to Sabine's side. I pushed her vibrant hair out of her face, it  revealed an old scar at the edge of her hairline. I closed my eyes and traced my fingers across it. 
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POV Rex


*Thump*


I look over towards where the noise came from but there was nothing. Confused I sat back in the chair I had been in previously. 


"Hey kid," I said. 


No response.


"Ezra?" I stood up. "Ezra!"


The jedi was on the floor next to Sabine's bed. I ran to the other side and grabbed his shoulders, "Ezra wake up!"


I could feel a pulse and see that he was breathing. "Droid!"


Together we lifted him into another bed, "What's happened to him?"


"It would appear that he has fallen into a trance like state just as the girl has."


No no no this couldn't be happening. I was suppose to protect them.


"I'm sorry."


 


Together Again
POV Ezra


I woke up in a strange, yet familiar place. As my eyes slowly adjusted to the bright light, I realized where I was. The medical center! I sat up and yet there was no one. No droids, no Rex, no Sabine. Wait.... Sabine! While I'm not entirely sure how I ended up here, I have to go find Sabine.


I left the med center and decided to head towards our rooms, thinking that might be where Sabine was of all places on base. Just as the last time I left, it was eerily quiet. Actually, there wasn't anyone that I could see.  


"Hello? Rex? Sato?" No response to anything. I called again. Nothing, only my shoes echoing off of the floor. I reached the hall where our rooms were. I stepped up to Sabine's door and raised my arm to knock. Just as I was about to I heard what sounded like crying, but, it wasn't coming from Sabine's room. It-it was coming from mine? I spun around and opened my door, there, Sabine was with her knees to her chest. 


"S-sabine?"


"Ezra?" she looked up, "Ezra!" She jumped up and wrapped her arms around me, letting out some more tears, "I thought you were gone, I thought you were all gone." 


I pulled her in closer, "I never left."


"What? How? It's been days since I've seen anyone."


I stumbled back, "Wait what? I was just with you a few hours ago, I thought I had just fallen asleep." 


"Ez, what's going on?"


"I don't know, I'm just glad you're finally awake."


"What are you talking about Ezra?"


 


Figuring Things Out
POV Sabine


"What do you mean? You've been in a coma for more than a day now," Ezra said.


What was he talking about? This was all so strange. I don't understand any of it. 


"I passed out and when I woke up I was in the med center alone."


"Sabine, I've been with you the entire time. I haven't left your side."


"If you're here now, maybe some others have come back."


"This must have really affected your mind this time, no one left."


"I was the only one here. I checked the entire base."


We left his room and began walking through the base. I don't understand, what's going on.


"Sabine?"


"Yeah?"


"How'd you get the scar on your head?"


"What? How did you know about that?"


"I-I saw it when I pushed your hair back while you were in the med center."


"Oh, um, I was learning how to use a jetpack when I was like 11. I didn't have my helmet on yet and accidentally flew into a tree, not my best moment."


"I think I have an idea of what may have happened..." Ezra mumbled.


"What? How?"


"Sabine, I think we're inside your mind or a world you created, I'm sure that sounds crazy."


"Then why are you the only one here?"


"The last thing I remember is touching your scar, what if somehow I joined your thoughts."


What does this mean? Can we get out of here? 


xxx 


POV Ezra


Sabine and I find ourselves outside, sitting at the edge of a ledge over looking the fields. 


"We're going to figure this out," I said, trying to calm her down.


She let some of the tension out of her body. "What if we didn't?"


"I'm not sure what you mean."


"Well, what if we didn't figure out how to get out of here," she looked across at me.


"We have to try to get back," I spoke. What had gotten into her? I mean I would stay with her and not have to worry about our responsibilities but we can't.  


Her smile disappeared, "You're right," she got up, "I'm going to bed. We can figure this out in the morning."


"Sabine..." I tried to call after her but she was too far gone.


I made my way back to my room eventually, there wasn't much to do with only Sabine and I here. I laid back on my bed and stared at the ceiling, trying to figure out a way out of this. Nothing yet. I decided to just go to sleep and deal with it later. There was a noise, strange seeing as it was only Sabine and I. Wait, Sabine!


I rushed to her room, when I opened the door it appeared that she was having some kind of nightmare. She was crying. "Sabine, Sabine, it's okay, you're okay." 


She woke up, "Wh-what?"


"You were dreaming." I got up from her side and turned to walk out. 


"W-wait, will you stay?"


"Are you sure?"


"Ezra, please. Stay."


I nodded, I couldn't say no. I laid down next to her and pulled her blanket around the both of us. Sabine rested her head on my chest. I ran my hand through her hair until she fell asleep, and I shortly after.


 


Contact
POV Sabine


The morning came quickly. Ezra was still asleep when I woke up. One arm around me, the other behind his head. He looked peaceful. I didn't dare move. I had waited for this for so long, I had always known he had a crush on me but never let on that I also had some feelings for him. I kept my guard too high to ever show that I liked him, then again, I never showed any kind of emotion.  I couldn't. I would be too vulnerable and being a solider, no being a mandolorian, I had to be tough all of the time. 


"mmph," Ezra made a noise but it wasn't comprehendible.


"Ez?"


"namf," he groaned.


I shook my head, the boy was obviously still asleep, deep asleep. I took a moment and slowly got up. I didn't want to wake him, he must have needed it. I got up and headed down the hall to the refresher, I showered quick. I took some time to my self, letting the water rinse away everything that I had been through. I felt much better after. I threw on some clean clothes, nothing too heavy. No armor today, just leggings and a short sleeved shirt. There was no point in wearing my armor all day when it was just Ezra and I. It was strange, I hadn't seen anyone in what felt like days. The sound of voices ringing through the halls, ships landing and taking off in the hanger. I want this to end.


I had wandered out to the field in front of Karmin base. There was nothing to see, there were no animals here, where ever here was. I slumped down onto the grass, the breeze whispering in my ear. 


"Sabine," someone said, but it wasn't some one, it was just a voice. There was no presence.


"Sabine."


xxx


POV Ezra


"Sabine," I placed my hand on her shoulder to which she jumped.


She turned around, "Oh it's you."


"Who else would it be?" I asked jokingly.


"I thought I heard someone else. Must have been my mind playing tricks on me."


"You want something to eat? I was just gonna go grab something.


"No, I think I'm alright for now. Thanks," she turned away. I could feel something was wrong, she just wasn't ready to face it yet. 


I grabbed some food from the kitchen. I took a bite as I walked past the command room, there was a noise, static? I went to check it out, I had better make sure there wasn't something we were missing in this puzzle.


"E---zzzra," a choppy voice came through, the light for the holoprojector was on, I pushed it and a hologram came up. "Ez---ra, you n-----d to wak-- u-p. Th---y comiiiiiiing hom--."


"Ahsoka...." my words were barely audible. The hologram disappeared as the door behind me slid open.


"What are you doing in here?"


This time it was me who jumped. I playfully hit her arm, "you scared me."


"Good, you deserve it." She laughed, one of the sweetest sounds I had ever heard.


"You're not going to believe what just happened."


"Neither are you."


 


The Solution
POV Sabine


I slumped against the wall as Ezra told me about Ahsoka. What did this mean? Was it related to what I saw? There was so many questions and thoughts racing through my mind I didn't know what to process first. 


"Bine?" 


I didn't even realize that Ezra was waving his hand in front of me. I was out of it. "Yeah, sorry."


"Do you want to tell me what happened to you?"


I had almost forgotten about it, maybe part of me wanted to. "I think I know how to get back..."


He looked surprised, "You could have said something sooner! How did you figure that? Let's go!" I could tell he was eager to get back, especially after seeing Ahsoka. 


"There-there was this voice, it was soft and warm? I guess, I felt like I could trust it. It said my name, and then the bird..." I trailed off, thinking about it again. Every thought of it had me captivated. 


"Sabine, what bird? We haven't seen any animals the whole time we've been here." Ezra was getting annoyed that I wasn't answering his questions, but honestly, I didn't even hear him.


He grabbed my shoulders, shaking me just enough to snap me back. "I-I'm sorry," my head drooped in between my knees that were now pulled close to my chest. 


"Maybe you should just rest for a little bit. We can talk about this later." He walked out without another word.


My eyes followed him as he left. I was alone with my mind, a dangerous combination at the moment. I couldn't process all of this information at once. I was never good with my emotions and it was really showing. I felt a pull towards the warmth like I had with the voice and the bird. I had seen it before, a small green convor that would show up right before.... right before Ahsoka would arrive.


"Ezra! Ezra!" I shouted for him as I ran out of the room, "The bird! We have to follow it."


"Sabine, what are you talking about? Do you realize how crazy you sound?" 


"Not as crazy as you've ever been."


He frowned. "Yeah, yeah, but how can you be sure?"


"I've seen this bird before, many times. Always before Ahsoka arrives to the base, it's a sign."


"Because I saw her, Sabine you're a genius," he exclaimed. He grabbed my head and kissed the top of it.


I smiled back at him, "not so crazy now am I?"


He looked me in the eyes, "We're going home."


I wanted to be as excited as he was but there was something that kept me from matching his excitement, heartbreak.


"Yeah," I said softly, "We can leave in the morning, we should rest..." I turned away, wrapping my arms around me, going back to my room. 


As my door slid shut, a single tear rolled down my cheek. I didn't want to leave this place. I never thought I would, but I let my guard down. There was no one coming for us, no one to protect, no one to save. The weight was lifted off my shoulders and I could just enjoy myself. Here I had Ezra, something I didn't know if I would have the same back home. We could stay here, just the two of us. Living whatever life we wanted. I know it can't be that way. I let another tear fall. No, I thought to myself, I am not going to do this right now, my last night alone with Ezra, I have to do something. 


 


Last Chance
Chapter Notes


Content Warning: Fluff


POV Ezra


It had been awhile since I had seen Sabine, she had disappeared into her room. I went to knock at her door but before I could, it slid open to her standing right there. 


"Oh, hi, I wasn't expecting you to be there," I felt like I was stumbling over my words. I'm sure I looked like a fool as I just stared at her. Her hair was now shades of pink and orange, matching her armor. "I like your hair."


"Thanks, I thought it was time for a change, plus, no better place to try it than here right?"


"Yeah, I-I guess so," come on Ezra, you're blowing this.


"I have a surprise for you," the mando girl said before walking into the hall.


She turned back to lock eyes with me, then she took off.


"Wait! Sabine!" I chased after her, "Slow down!"


"No, you keep up!" she shouted.


Finally I round the corner after her, panting, I droop over with my hands on my knees. "Sabine... what.. was that... for?"


"I've always wanted to be chased by a handsome man like you."


"Wait, what?" I looked up, in front of me was a complete spread of food atop of a few crates that had been pushed together with a blanket as a table cloth. 


"I know it's not perfect..."


"Sabine, this is amazing. When did you do all of this?"


"You were in the command room trying to replay the message, so I snuck past the door and to the kitchen," she spoke shyly, her arms wrapped around her body, making her look even smaller than she already was.


"Well, shall we then?" I said as I pulled a small crate over and gestured for her to sit.


Sabine sat, I walked around to be across from her, "Ezra, I.."


"Later? Take a moment to enjoy this 'bine," I took a bite of the food, "This is so good, where did you ever learn to cook like this?"


"My mother taught me. I was only a little girl but I still remember most of it, they were some of the happiest memories I have with my mother." She looked down, almost sad.


"Sorry, I didn't.."


"No, you're quite alright, I'm just thinking."


She looked back up at me, I could sense something, but it wasn't clear yet.


xxx


POV Sabine


"Here, I'll take some of this back to the kitchen."


"Ez, why would you need to do that? This place isn't real."


"Oh, right." He laughed, realizing that what he had said didn't make sense.


"Want to go for a walk?" I started for the outside.


He ran to catch up with me, "promise you won't make me chase you anymore?"


"That, Ezra Bridger, I cannot," I simply smiled at him, just to see him smile back.


We continued on, once the sun was beginning to set, I stopped to face him. "Ok, we need to talk."


"Oh, um ok," his voice quivered nervously. 


"What's going to happen when we go home?" I did it. I just said it.


"What do you mean? We go back to doing what we've always done."


"No, Ezra, I mean us. What's going to happen with us?" I was getting desperate at this point. I needed him to answer but I wasn't sure what I wanted him to say or what I needed him to say.


"Sabine... I-I," he was caught off guard, trying to speak but no words came from his mouth.


"I love you Ezra Bridger," I didn't know I was going to say that, it just slipped out. Yet, it felt right.


"Sabine," he started to speak but again was at a loss for words. 


I shut my eyes, hoping when I opened them this would be over and I could pretend it never happened. Before I could do that, his lips were against mine, arms wrapped around me. I froze in shock for a moment. This was happening. I threw my arms around his neck to be closer to him, I felt something I hadn't in a long time, happiness.


Ezra pulled away just a little bit, "I love you too Sabine Wren."


 


 


 


End of an Era
POV Ezra


I woke up next to her again, each time I slept by her side it was the best sleep I'd ever gotten. I really hope that this will still be real once we get out of here, that this isn't just my mind playing a mean trick. I let out a sigh that was just a little bit too loud.


"Ezra?" mumbled Sabine.


"Oh, I'm sorry Sabs, I didn't mean to wake you,"


She wrapped her arms around my torso, "Can we stay here for a little bit longer?"


"We already decided we have to leave today," I said.


"I meant in bed," she stated.


"Yes, we can stay here," I kissed her forehead.


It had been 30 minutes since Sabine woke up before she decided to get out of bed. Reluctantly, I followed suit. I crossed the hall into my own room to change clothes. I met her back in the hall a few minutes later. She looked amazing, I mean she always did. 


"Something you want to say?"


"Oh, what?" I didn't realized I had been staring, "no, well, you look good."


"You're not so bad yourself, Bridger," She said with a wink. With her helmet under her arm she began walking towards the hanger. 


"How do you think we get out of here?" I asked.


"Follow our instinct I guess. I feel like we need to follow the bird."


"What makes you say that?"


"It reminds me of Ahsoka, like she's leading us home, especially after the message."


On some level, I knew she was right. The force guided the jedi, and now I could feel it almost speak to me. 


xxx


POV Sabine


At the edge of the base, I look up to Ezra, "Ready?"


"Ready as I'll ever be."


From behind us, the convor bird took off and brushed right past our heads. Almost as if it had pulled us along, we began to follow close behind it. I knew that eventually we would have to go back to reality, I just didn't want to, but the rest of the crew needed us back. Deep down, I needed them to be back. After they left with no explanation, I felt alone. Even though I had Ezra, it was almost like they didn't trust me. The only reason I could think of was this "condition" I seemed to have developed randomly. I don't want to think it was because they didn't want us along, but I couldn't wait any longer to find out what this secret mission was. 


"Sabs?"


I snapped out of my trance, "Yeah?"


He pointed in front of us, "I think we're here."


In front of us was an opening in the side of a mountain, the convor perched above it. I must have been lost in thought because it felt like it had only been a few minutes and yet the sun had already passed it's peak. "How long have we been walking?"


"A few hours, you were really concentrating and weren't listening to me, are you ok?" He seemed concerned.


"Yeah.. I'm fine."


The convor took flight, circled above us then dove into the cave.


"I guess that's our signal," he joked.


I let out a small laugh, "Ez?"


"Hmm?"


"We're in this together?"


"Together," he took my hand and we stepped into the shadowy darkness of the cave.


 


Homecoming
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
POV Sabine


There was a soft light that seemed to be leading us through the cave, as we got closer I could feel myself almost being pulled through. "Ezra?"


He was just next to me how did we get separated? I called again, "Ezra?"


One more time, louder, "Ezra!"


I shot up, my breathing was heavy, and everything was blurred. Slowly things began to focus again. It was some place familiar. The med bay! I was back. Finally back to the real world. 


I looked around, there was no one in the room waiting for me to wake up, only the medical droid. "Where's Ezra?"


The droid looked at me, and with its cold, mono-tone voice spoke to me, "There was a complication with his heart, they had to take him to an operation room."


"That's all you can tell me?!?"


"I am sorry, I do not know any thing more."


The door slide open, and in walked a tall togruta woman, "Sabine!"


"Ah-ahsoka what happened to Ezra? The droid said his heart..." the tears were not streaming down my face, I had come so far only to lose him again. 


She put her arms around my shoulders, and a wave of calm seemed to flow over me. A jedi trick, I assume. "Ezra's heart rate dropped suddenly and then stopped. They were able to restart it but he's likely going to be in a coma for a while. I'm sorry."


"This wasn't supposed to happen, we were supposed to wake up together, there was something that we had to get here for. I-I don't understand."


"I know, but you shouldn't think about that right now. You had no idea anything would happen. Try to get some rest. They will want to see you when they get back."


"They're coming home?" I knew something was happening, but Ezra won't be here for them when they return. 


xxx


POV Sabine, just time jumped a little


It had felt like hours had past as we waited for the ghost's arrival. No one knew exactly when they would be back or what shape they would be in, transmissions had been far and few between. The last they had heard was what could only be made out to be today's date.


I had dragged a crate out to the hanger opening to feel the sunlight on my skin. It was different now, the energy I felt come from everything around me. If only Ezra was here, instead, he's lain in a bed somewhere with no alarm telling him to wake up.


It was sudden that the breeze seemed to pick up,  but maybe too much? I peered up from the gravel I had been studying in my daze to see none other that my home, the ghost land less than 50 feet from where I sat. 


The ramp seemed to almost fall open. Kanan was first off the ship.


"KANAN!" I couldn't hide my feelings of overwhelming joy. Sprinting as fast as I could, I wrapped my arms around him, the comforting feeling I hadn't had much of since they left. 


"It's good to see you Sabine, it's been awhile."


"Sabine!" called a feminine voice, "We missed you so much."


"Hera..." I stumbled on my words, not knowing what to tell her. Before I could get any more words out she pulled me in for a hug.


"I'm so sorry for leaving you, it... it just had to be that way," the way her voice croaked told me she was crying as well.


Hearing that just made me break down, "Hera, I'm so sorry, I don't know what happened. Ezra... everything was gone and it was just."


"We know dear, Ahsoka and Rex have already told us, but we have something that might help."


"What could you possibly have that can save him?" I tried to choke out.


Kanan called up into the ghost, "Zeb?"


"Yep, we're coming."


He saunter down the ramp, a small girl in tow.


"Sabine, this is Moriah Bri..."


"Bridger...." I said faintly. 


It was easy to tell, her blueish curly hair and olive skin, but her eyes, they were Ezra's eyes.


"I've heard so much about you," she spoke, "although, you've probably never heard of me."


"No, um, Ezra failed to mention he had a sister."


"Well it's not exactly his fault, we were separated quite young. Now, when do I get to meet my twin brother?"  she smirked.


 


Chapter End Notes


That's it folks! There was supposed to be another story about Ezra having a twin sister that was raised more within the empire but it never happened. Maybe someday:)


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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Summary


In order to get ahead of The Rebellion, the Inquisitors send their youngest member, The Thirteenth Brother, on an undercover mission. Can the rebels make Ezra question his loyalty to the Inquisitors, or is he too engrossed by darkness to change?


Prologue : Pain
Firing Squad — that was how they did it on Lothal. Every Friday, the Stormtroopers rounded up the traitors of the City, and on Sunday Night, they were shot in the open square. It was how they killed his parents. Dressed in grey rags and new, blood-torn scars, “Rebel” was carved into their foreheads — the target for the shots that rang through his ears and pierced his lungs with shrapnel. He couldn’t watch their brains drip like a fountain and their legs collapse; their screams were enough to burn a message on his heart. Choking on air as he bit back his tears, Ezra made fists with his hands. All innocence died and the darkness rejoiced. There was nothing in his veins but fury and pain.


 


…


 


He was captured a month later. Running out of food in the Tower, he tried his luck at picking pockets, but he chose the wrong target. Ezra’s skin stung like it had been burned by acid, and a part of him wondered if his wound would hurt less if it had. “320GSL11” was carved into his left hip in block print. His fingertips brushed over the recovering skin and his throat dried ; he refused to cry from the sickening pain.


 


…


 


After the “punishment period” ended, obedience kept him alive. Ezra bit back his tongue, glad to not have a metal blaster whacking the back of his head or blades digging into his palms, and gave the Officer his best salute. The Empire found orphans a home in Imperial Academies. Ezra thought calling them “Stormtrooper Farms” was more accurate. Joining their scheme could cost him his life, but any other opinion was a death sentence. At least, faking loyalty would keep a roof over his head. Anything was better than the pain.


 


…


 


A year later and Ezra stopped pretending. Engulfed in the Empire, it was hard to keep a clear head and not be persuaded by their ways. He’d never had friends his age and the routine gave his life security and structure. Was the Empire really that bad? Ezra’s heart still ached for his parents, but he didn’t mind the pain.


 


…


 


They said he had a gift, that he was worth more than heavy armour and basic drills. They sat beside him on the courtyard’s wall and whispered promises in his ears, their words dancing through his head and brightening his eyes, so that Ezra’s teeth ached from grinning as he nodded in agreement. They wanted him to come with them and his Commanding Officer was too fearful to say no. Ezra didn’t ask if there would be any pain.


 


…


 


He could taste the Seventh Sister’s pride as he watched the rebels from the rooftop. He’d come a long way since his last time on Lothal, since his parents died and he was introduced to the force. Ezra loved how the power flowed through his veins, the way that his fury and passion gave his life ; he wondered why his parents had chosen the light when darkness showed the way. Now, Ezra was going to make the rebel cell feel pain.


Chapter 1 : Trust Me
Ezra was used to waking up early. The Academy drilled routine into him and there was always something to do with the Inquisitors that there was never time for naps and sleeping in. However, his new roommate didn’t seem to have the same upbringing. “Zeb”, a foolish Lasat, who only knew how to punch, was a loud snorer, and Ezra sneered knowing he should be glad that he’d slept with worse than a beast’s horn. Sighing, Ezra stretched his arms, before climbing down the ladder. His stomach growled, empty and eager to be filled, and Ezra decided breakfast was in order.


 


The Ghost was small, but it wasn’t cramped, it was… cozy, homely… safe. Nothing like the lavish ships in the Empire, the lump of metal had seen better days. However, the rebels made it work, organising the spaces to feel larger than they were and to be a comforting place to come back to after a long fight. There were worst places to go undercover.


 


The kitchen was empty as Ezra arrived and his eyes immediately drifted towards a top cupboard. Yesterday, the crew brought fruit to a struggling community, but the people insisted they took some of it, too. Ezra’s mouth watered at the thought of eating it. He reached for the handle, opening the cupboard and taking out one of the larger, round fruits. The skin wasn’t hard, so he leant on the edge of the table and took a large bite.


 


Fresh, clean, and exotic juice filled his mouth and Ezra’s eyes rolled back. Although he was rewarded with fruits in the Empire, what they were depended on the season and nearby planets, so he’d never tasted something like it before. The orange coloured fruit tasted… expensive, a better quality Ezra expected the rebels would have, and he wondered if it was a rare treat or was always in the cell’s diet. Eager for more, he quickly devoured the rest of the fruit, and licked his lips for the escaping juice.


 


“Someone’s hungry.” A voice observed from the doorway. Ezra didn’t have to turn around to know it was Hera — the rest of the crew held… baggage through the force, their mental walls were high and miles aside, but Hera’s presence was calm and open ; it was why Ezra liked her the most.


 


Ezra let out a sigh of relief and his body relaxed. If it had been anyone else, he’d be facing punishments for not asking to eat, but he knew Hera would be understanding. She was a good person. “Sorry.” He apologised on impulse. “I should have asked. I promise, I won’t do it again.”


 


Food was scarce in war, so if Ezra ate, it was because he deserved to eat. Depending on what someone had done, they could go days without any food or weeks with smaller portions at the Academy ; with the Inquisitors was no different. They were only fed after a mission if it was a success, so Ezra always succeeded.


 


Hera frowned and Ezra felt her confusion through the force. Were there different rules about eating with the rebellion? “I’m sorry, love, I didn’t mean to make you think you couldn’t help yourself. The pantry is for everyone. You don’t have to wait, until we all eat, or ask beforehand. I don’t know how much you were able to take on the streets, but if we run out of food, it’s not a problem. We take note when we’re running low, so we can stop on a planet to buy more. You don’t have to starve or ration yourself here.” She explained.


 


Right — he was a lothrat, an orphan, who had to steal to survive — Hera though he was weak from not eating well and needed extra food to rebuild his strength. “Oh-oh-okay.” Ezra murmured. “So I can eat whenever I want, unless you or Kanan tell me I can’t.” Ezra confirmed.


 


Hera frowned, again. “Why would we tell you couldn’t eat?” She asked him, and Ezra rolled his eyes — how stupid did she think he was?


 


“Because I did something wrong, b-because I failed a mission or someone got hurt because of me. Food is a reward, you’re supposed to deserve it, so if you don’t, it can be taken away.” Ezra explained. He didn’t expect to feel so much horror and disgust radiating off the Twi’lek ; it made him sick to his stomach like a disciplined child.


 


Hera squeezed shut her eyes and sighed, heavily. “If something happened on a mission, regardless of what it was or who got hurt, we would never, ever hurt you in any shape or form. Accidents are accidents, things… they happen, and no one is punished. Does that make sense, love?”


 


Ezra nodded. Now, he understood why the rebellion was weak — they couldn’t keep their ranks together without punishments and fear.


 


Hera reached out and squeezed his hand with a forced smile. Managed anger rose like smoke from her skin, but Ezra knew it wasn’t targeted towards him. “I heard noises and wondered, who was up — I didn’t come to tell you off. I’d never be mad to see you eating. I mean it, Ezra.”


 


Ezra gulped. “I… I-I know you do. I trust you.” Hera was good, but that made her weak. She would never hurt him, and that gave him an advantage over her.


 


“I trust you, too, love.” Hera replied, but unlike Ezra’s, her words would be her downfall.


 


…


 


Whilst Kanan did some self meditation, Ezra joined Hera to take stock in the cargo hold. The beast was hogging their quarters (when was he not?) and Sabine, a feisty and sarcastic Mandalorian, who was so uninterested in him that Ezra thought she was cool, was also having her “me-time”, so it was only natural for him to find Hera. The Twi’lek was a support system, a comfort blanket - Ezra liked helping Hera with chores because he knew she wouldn’t be irritated by him.


 


“You do know you don’t need to help, don’t you, love? You already do more than your share of chores — I don’t want you feeling like you have to pay for your stay with us.” Hera told him.


 


“I know, I-I can leave if you want, tell me to go and I will, but I… I like keeping busy and I like spending time with you.” Ezra replied, sincerely. “I don’t think Zeb and Sabine like me much, but you do, don’t you?”


 


“Of course, Ezra.” She confirmed. Hera’s face softened. “You can find me whenever you want, I’ll always be here and I appreciate the help — I was only worried if you wanted to be a kid for a while.”


 


Ezra scrunched his face. “Be a kid?” He echoed.


 


“Oh, Ezra.” She murmured, expressing sadness through the force. “You don’t understand what I mean, do you?”


 


“Is that… okay?” Ezra gulped.


 


“Yes.” Hera breathed. “It-its alright, don’t worry.” She replied, and Ezra was about to protest when Hera continued, “And don’t worry about Zeb and Sabine, either. They don’t hate you, but they need more time to warm up to new people. They carry… guilt from the past, so it’s hard for them to open up and trust, but they will. I promise they’ll get there.” Hera reassured him.


 


“Guilt from the past?” Ezra questioned, curious to know the backstories of the rebels. “Do you know what happened to them?”


 


Hera sighed. “Zeb survived the Empire’s destruction of his home-world and Sabine regrets her time as an Imperial Cadet on Mandalore.” She revealed. “They find it hard to talk about it, so we… Kanan and I, we don’t bring it up.”


 


So Sabine was a fellow student, huh? Ezra never would’ve guessed they shared the same past. “I’m guilty, too.” He lied.


 


“Oh?” Hera murmured, giving him the opportunity to continue.


 


“I thought my parents were selfish for rebelling against the Empire. I blamed the Rebellion for their deaths and would’ve done anything to make them fall. I mean… what kid wouldn’t after their parents cared more about the rebellion than their own child and then got killed for it?” Ezra let out a broken laugh and shook his head. “They carved the word rebel into their heads and then shot them in the square.” He spat. “Rounds of bullets hit their heads and I… I-I couldn’t watch, but I couldn’t run, either. I was surrounded by my neighbours, yet they were all strangers against me, and I was… so alone and… and-and angry. I thought the only way to make myself… feel anything other than anger was to get revenge, but I…” Ezra bit back his tongue and sighed, “I was wrong, wasn’t I? Anger and revenge only make everything worse.”


 


Hera pulled Ezra into a tight hug and he found stray tears tumbling into her neck. Even though the regret was a lie, that he enjoyed making the rebellion suffer and using anger to do so, thinking about his parents always turned him into a broken mess. He never talked about them to the other Inquisitors in case they thought he was weak, so it felt relieving to talk about them aloud.


 


“I’m so sorry, sweetheart, I’m so sorry.” Hera cooed. “I promise you that your parents loved you so much and wanted you to grow up in a better world, somewhere safe and where you could be happy, and would have done anything not to leave you. Your parents did not care more about the rebellion than you because you were their world. Never doubt their love.”


 


Ezra squeezed shut his eyes and sniffled. “I-I miss them so-so much, Hera.”


 


“I know, love, I know you do. I’m so sorry you had to go through that.” Hera replied. “You’re safe now — I’m here.”


 


If Hera didn’t leave his side for the rest of the day cycle, it was only for them to know.


 


…


 


“Sabine?” Ezra called as he knocked on her door. After learning she was an Imperial Cadet, he wanted to use it to his advantage and bond with her over it. According to Hera, she found it hard to open up and trust, but if she thought Ezra was the only one, who understood her, she’d be easy to manipulate when the time required.


 


“Come in!” She replied.


 


Ezra let out a sigh of relief — she was in a good mood. Opening the door, Ezra found Sabine sitting at her desk with a sketchpad in hand. “What are you drawing?” He asked her.


 


“None of your business.” She snapped, closing the pad and standing up to join him by the door. Maybe she wasn’t in a good mood, after all? “What do you want? Does Hera need me for something?” She questioned him.


 


“I…” Ezra began, scratching the back of his head as he tried to navigate around Sabine’s defensive force signature. “Look, I… Hera told me something yesterday and I wanted to talk to you about it.”


 


Sabine raised her eyebrows and crossed her arms. “Oh, yeah? And why’s that?”


 


“You are I are more similar than you think… at least, history-wise. We had the same beginning.” He explained.


 


Sabine sneered and shook her head. “I don’t think you understood. We both lost our families to the Empire, but I was no street rat.”


 


“I’m not saying that.” Ezra sighed. “After they killed my parents, the Empire captured me, and I was sent to an Imperial Academy. I was there for four years but… the reminders will never go away. The memories will always be with me.” Ezra admitted. He pulled down his trouser strap to reveal the branding on his hip and Sabine gasped as he stroked the scar. It didn’t hurt, but his insides twisted as he looked at it. (Why wasn’t he proud to be with the Empire?) “I know what it’s like to follow their orders blindly. The guilt…” He gulped, looking up at her and meeting her eyes. “You know where to find me if you need a friend.”


 


Without warning, Sabine swung her arms around his waist and pushed her head into his shoulder. “Thank you.” She whispered, sniffling softly into his hoodie with sad eyes.


 


Ezra smiled - he thought gaining the Mandalorian’s trust would be difficult, but she was already wrapped around his finger. “No,” he argued and smirked, “Thank you.”


 


”My dear brothers and sisters, know that I am well and that your plan is working. The rebel cell will be easy to twist and manipulate. In fact, they already trust me and think of me as their own. Thank you for trusting me for this mission. The rebellion’s downfall is inevitable and they will never see my betrayal coming.”


 


…


 


He was 320GSL11, The Thirteen Brother, a willingly Servant to the Empire, but as he laid beside the Jedi in the long grass and looked up at the swaying clouds, he realised he didn’t mind pretending to be Ezra Bridger, street-smart orphan and innocent Padawan, for a while.


 


The Ghost had stopped for a supply run, but Kanan decided the lush and war-free fields were a better use of their time. Surrounded by life, and in turn, the force, Kanan taught him breathing techniques and how to clear his mind of any negative or distracting thoughts. However, after a while, Kanan agreed for them to take a break, so the two humans were relaxing in the open air.


 


Ezra wasn’t used to taking breaks. The Inquisitors were always on the move, training for their next mission or completing said mission, so they never stayed in one place for more time than was necessary. However, Ezra enjoyed the tranquility, feeling one with nature and one with silence, and thought the sunlight was comforting as it tickled his face. He’d forgotten the universe wasn’t so cold when he wasn’t using the dark side of the force. Ezra refused his mind to wander to a future, where he always used the light, but maybe not everything about the other side of the force was useless and weak.


 


“It’s… nice doing nothing.” Ezra admitted. “On Lothal, you always had to be prepared for danger, y-you couldn’t relax in case something happened, but this…” Ezra smiled, “I like this.”


 


“Sometimes doing nothing is as helpful as doing something.” Kanan told him. “Our bodies can’t relax and heal if they are constantly battered and overworked. It’s easy to train and work, but harder to stop.”


 


The Jedi was right. He’d have to tell his brothers and sisters when he returned home. “That makes sense.” Ezra replied. “I’m glad you’re my master. I like learning from you.”


 


Kanan grinned so wide his lips could hold the stars. “I’m glad you’re my Padawan, Ezra. You take everything in your stride and work so hard — you’re a teacher’s dream. I’m so proud of your determination and concentration. You’ve done so well in so little time that I know you’ll make a great Jedi one day. You’re going to do great things, Ezra.”


 


He didn’t doubt he’d do great things, but they wouldn’t be considered “great” in Kanan’s opinion. After all, Ezra’s purpose was to rid the universe of pesky Jedi and that meant all of them — including Kanan. One day, he’d have to kill his new master, and live with it for the rest of his life.


 


If Ezra felt any guilt from Kanan’s words, he didn’t show him.


Chapter 2 : I Trust You
“I don’t understand. You have to know where other rebels are — you’ve got to! Imagine how quickly we could defeat the Empire if the rebellion came together. We’d have the strength in our numbers to win the war!” Ezra exclaimed. He could feel through the force that Hera had been lying to him, but he didn’t want to blow his mission by taking the information by force. Ezra hoped that if he pushed enough, Hera would tell him about the Rebellion willingly.


 


Not looking up from where she was repairing Chopper, Hera let out a weak sign as she twisted another bolt with her spanner. “I’ve never worked with other rebel cells. I’ve heard about their victories, but I’ve never been able to communicate with individuals from those groups. If we… did come together, it would be too dangerous. We’d make a target for ourselves and the Empire would destroy us before we had the chance to strike. It’s safer to stay apart, to fight solo, in the long run. That way the Empire has to split up to find us all.”


 


Ezra bit his lip and kept silent. He didn’t doubt Hera hadn’t met other rebel cells, but his instincts told him that she was in contact with them. It was a shame. After all, Hera was his favourite rebel, and he would’ve rather let her mind stay untouched than break it piece by piece. However, if she wasn’t going to cooperate, he wouldn’t have a choice. Ezra would have to peel each layer of her mind, until there was nothing left but the ghostly aftertaste of pain.


 


…


 


One breathe in and one breathe out. Deeper in and slowly out. Their chests rose to the clanging of the pipes and fell to the creaking of the floor. The two humans faced each other in Kanan’s quarters, legs crossed and hands resting on their knees, as they focused on their breathing. However, mediation wasn’t the main objective of the exercise. Instead, Kanan wanted to strengthen their mental bond as Master and Padawan.


 


Ezra could feel Kanan’s presence wrapping around him like a scarf and pulling on his mind. Although he needed to keep his walls up and protect his secrets, Ezra welcomed the touch and pulled back. Everything Kanan projected exclaimed ”safe, calm, home” and he let himself relax into the security blanket, closing his eyes and trusting the process.


 


“I’ve got you.” Kanan murmured. “I’m here.”


 


”I know.” Ezra mentally replied, shocking Kanan in the process, ”I can feel you.”


 


”So can I.” Kanan’s words tickled against his mind, sending warmth and hope. The light was disgusting, hope was a lie and warmth was weak, but Kanan made it feel like a good thing. Kanan made being a Jedi seem okay.


 


Ezra flinched the moment Kanan pushed too far. He brought up his walls, keeping away the security and comfort of their growing bond, and he tried to mask his reluctance for their minds to become one.


 


“Relax.” Kanan breathed. “You’re safe. I won’t hurt you. I’ve got you, Ez.” Their bond crept back and Kanan’s mind wrapped around his. Safe, calm, home. ”Don’t push me away. You can trust me. I’ve got you.”


 


Ezra sighed. He couldn’t hold back forever, but… he needed to be careful, he needed to stay safe, Kanan was the enemy and would kill him if he saw he was an Inquisitor ; Ezra needed to handle their bond with caution.


 


As Kanan pushed further, Ezra didn’t stop him. If Kanan wanted to look through his mind, he’d have to show him what he wanted to see. Taking in a deep breathe, Ezra projected a yellow grassland and imagined Lothcats playing in front of a rising sun. To Ezra Bridger, street-smart orphan and innocent Padawan, Lothal was home ; it was predictable for him to miss the lands and keep them close to his heart.


 


Kanan sent warmth and security through their bond, clinging to it — not in a controlling way, but… in a way that made Ezra know that he was there, that he was safe and secure and… and home.


 


A rush of pain overtook him and Ezra tightly scrunched his face as his thoughts erupted into a violence rage. His parents’ screams were high-pitched and full of agony as the Stormtroopers dragged them from the Tower, but in the next flash, they were dead, and oh force, they were dead, their blood leaking from the platform and onto the street. Suddenly, Ezra couldn’t breathe because home was a lie and his parents were dead and the stormtroopers were there and he… and he was back in the cell, wasn’t he? He knew those grey walls and that brick-hard floor by heart. His skin itched, plagued by open wounds and mud-filled cuts, and his hip… he couldn’t look at it, but he knew the branding was there. The burning pains wrapped around his body and swallowed his soul in a fiery blaze.


 


Struggling to stay afloat as he drowned in his memories, Ezra reached out for their bond and pulled on Kanan’s force signature to bring him out of his daze. Ezra pushed through Kanan’s walls, destroying the outer layers, and plunged into a different world.


 


Kanan’s mind was dark, too, with forests of fragmented bodies, an endless stream of ghastly clones, and a sole woman’s voice screaming, ”Run, Caleb”, over and over ; in a loop of pain.


 


The woman called to a Caleb… not a Kanan, which meant the Jedi’s name wasn’t Kanan — it was Caleb! Ezra gasped. ”Your name is Caleb.” He stated.


 


”Was.” Kanan corrected. ”Caleb Dume… died with his master. Kanan Jarrus was born to survive the purge.”


 


Ezra gulped. ”I’m sorry for your loss.”


 


”I’m sorry for yours.”


 


They broke apart and Ezra found his chest pounding for air. He gasped, sweat oozing from his floppy hair, and found his disoriented eyes meeting his master’s.


 


“Breathe.” Kanan reminded him. “It’s okay, you’re okay, Ezra, but you need to breathe.”


 


He didn’t know what was wrong with him. He thought he was strong enough to pick and choose his thoughts, but they’d tumbled out of control! Ezra panted, his lungs begging to be full, and tears threatened to leave his eyes. Was it happening? Was the light side of the force weakening him, already? Was he… losing his connection with the dark?


 


“Ezra.” Kanan pressed his hand on his shoulder and snapped him from his thoughts. “Look at me and breathe. Breathe.”


 


“Get off me.” Ezra growled.


 


“Ez—“


 


“Get off me!” He screamed, pushing Kanan’s hand off his shoulder with the force and springing to his feet. Before he could react, Ezra burst through the doors, leaving his quarters and running to his own. It was a miracle Zeb wasn’t in sight as he door flung open and Ezra had never climbed the ladder to the top bunk faster than he did in that moment.


 


He’d let Kanan see his parents. He’d let Kanan see him in the cell. Ezra picked up his pillow, screaming into it, and kicked his legs into the mattress. What was wrong with him?


 


“Ezra?” Kanan’s voice was quiet, his presence unable to leave the doorway as though he was unsure of how to handle the situation ; like he was… scared of him. No — Kanan would never be scared of him, at least, not when he thought his Ezra was still his Ezra, right?


 


Not wanting to deal with the situation and his conflicting thoughts, Ezra squeezed shut his eyes and buried his face in his bed. The light had made him weak. Kanan had made him weak. What had he done? Why was he there?


 


“Ezra—“


 


“You said I could trust you, I-I thought we were going to be safe, I thought it wouldn’t hurt — you promised!” He cried.


 


“I know—“


 


“I thought I was safe!” Ezra screamed. “Y-you made me feel safe when I wasn’t!”


 


“I… I’m sorry.” Kanan apologised. “Ezra, I’m so sorry, I-I wasn’t thinking. I didn’t realise I was pushing you too far, it wasn’t my intention — I-I thought we’d start slow, but everything became out of hand, and I lost control of the force. I’d never force you to share something you weren’t ready to share. I… didn’t mean for the exercise to play out that way.”


 


Ezra sighed. He rubbed his forehead, squeezing shut his eyes, and tried to clear his head of anger. As much as he wanted to yell and kick and cry, he couldn’t ruin the mission and fail his brothers and sisters. Ezra opened his eyes and breathed in. “Get up here, then.”


 


Kanan frowned. “What?”


 


“You’re not going to stay at the door, are you?” Ezra huffed, rolling his eyes as he sat up and moved over to give the Jedi room. “Join me.”


 


Hesitating, Kanan didn’t move and stared back at him with an unreadable expression, before his feet seemed to catch up with time, and he climbed up the ladder.


 


Ezra almost felt guilty for upsetting the human. It wasn’t typical for the man to not have something to say. “I’m sorry.” Ezra apologised. “I-I shouldn’t have yelled at you. I don’t know what happened to me — I-I just got so, so—“


 


“Angry?” Kanan answered, sadly.


 


Ezra gulped and dropped his eyes. “Are you… mad at me?”


 


Kanan gently squeezed his hand and sent warmth through their bond. “No.”


 


“I’ll d-do better next time, I promise I’ll be good — I-I w-won’t ruin anything.” Ezra told him, not realising how much he was shaking. Why was he shaking?


 


”I think Naughty boys deserve to be caned, don’t you?”


 


Ezra shivered, bringing his knees to his chest, and letting out a small whine. He’d forgotten how the officer loved his cane, the harsh red marks littering his back for days on end. “Please sir, I’m sorry, I won’t shout again.” He slipped, forgetting where he was. The Empire controlled their ranks by fear.


 


“Ezra, buddy, I need you to breathe for me, okay?” Kanan’s arm wrapped behind his waist and pulled him closer. “In… and out. Steady… in for three and out for four. That’s it.”


 


“So—“


 


“Kid.” Kanan sighed. “It’s… it’s okay, you’re safe, Ezra, you’re safe. Nothing is going to happen to you.”


 


Ezra gulped. He was forgetting everything, wasn’t he? He wasn’t with the Empire. At least, not physically, not now, not when he was a Jedi’s innocent Padawan.


 


“Would you like a hug?” Kanan asked, suddenly.


 


“Huh?” Ezra frowned.


 


“You look like you need a hug.”


 


“Oh.” Ezra blinked. The Ghost crew loved hugs, didn’t they? “Okay.” He replied.


 


The Inquisitors were his brothers and sisters, his comrades, his friends, but they also had to be professional. Emotions, such as love and joy, were weak, so physical contact was kept at a minimum. However, Hugs, Ezra decided, were not worth missing out on. Warmth wasn’t supposed to feel good, but with Kanan’s arms around him, it wasn’t so bad — and that was when he was supposed to be angry at the Jedi for watching his thoughts!


 


Ezra’s face fell as Kanan pulled away and he bit back a pitiful whine. The hug was too short. Suddenly, he didn’t like the cold, and his body begged to feel something before he had to return to the numbing darkness. “Can I have another one?” Ezra blurted. “Please?”


 


Kanan’s face softened, but Ezra could feel his sorrow through the force. “Sure, kid.”


 


Exhausted, Ezra lost the battle to see, and fell asleep in his master’s arms.


 


…


 


He’d bled so much that Ezra couldn’t see his clothes. The green fabric was engulfed with thick streams of red that began at his forehead and faded off at his toes. The gaping wound in his stomach could only be described as one created by a lightsaber — it must have gone straight through him. The blood on his face began to dry, leaving a dark crimson mask on his skin, and Ezra flinched back when he noticed his lifeless, rolled-back eyes.


 


“Nice work, Thirteen. You did it.” His brother’s voice rang out behind him.


 


Ezra couldn’t move. He’d killed Kanan. How did he forget that he’d killed Kanan?


 


Since his time with the Inquisitors, Ezra had helped kill seven Jedi’s with his siblings, and five on his own. It shouldn’t have hurt him to see Kanan so lifeless, he was a pest of the Empire that needed to be disposed off, but…


 


Ezra clenched the handle of his lightsaber. Kanan may have been a Jedi, but he was his Jedi, and his brothers and sister made him kill him.


 


“I’m so sorry, Kanan, I didn’t mean to, I made a mistake.” Ezra whispered to his corpse.


 


Anger pulsed through his veins as the flies arrived to eat at his broken skin, and Ezra picked up his master’s lightsaber from the floor.


 


Why couldn’t someone use the light and the dark? Why couldn’t he be both? Ezra ignited both lightsabers and charged.


 


…


 


The moment Ezra was flung out of his dream, he was gasping for air. He could feel the sweat forming on his forehead and sticking to his hair, and he squeezed his covers to compose himself. However, despite waking up, Ezra stilled feared the reality, where he’d completed his mission. Was Kanan dead? Had he really only killed Kanan in his dream? Panicked, he reached out for their bond, clutching it desperately when he found it, and letting out a sigh of relief. Kanan was alive ; he could feel him.


 


…


 


Kanan must have said something to the others because even Zeb was treading softly around him, not grumbling and snarking at whatever he said or kicking him out their room. It should’ve upset Ezra, but it didn’t. As long as the rebels didn’t find out he was an Inquisitor, they could think what they wanted about him.


 


Kanan and Hera gave him more hugs and they were everything. The less layers he wore or the thinner his clothes, the more his skin itched for the touch, tingling and shaking with the sensation of their hugs, which made his body only crave them more. A part of him was embarrassed. After all, he was an Inquisitor, a force of darkness, a murderer, and yet his knees fell weak for the rebellion’s warm hugs. It was pathetic.


 


Sometimes, he forgot he was fourteen, that it was okay to still want things kids want like safety and a home. Maybe that was what Hera was talking about when he was helping her with the chores? Ezra’s childhood ended with his parents deaths and the Empire made him a soldier, they didn’t nurture him as a child, but the rebels didn’t see what he looked like within ; they only saw his exterior. For better or worse, they saw him as a child, and nothing Ezra could do would make them see otherwise. That was, until he had to kill them, when his mission drew to an end and betrayal tasted sweet on his lips ; then, all they would see would be a villain.


Chapter 3 : Promises
Chapter Notes


I tried to edit this chap, so it was less wordy, but I feel like it made no difference. :(


Ezra isn’t redeemed, he’s still evil to the core, but he likes the attention he gets from Kanan and Hera enough to be nice to them.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
”To seek power is to embrace darkness.” Kanan snarled through gritted teeth. Neck bound with a force-blocking collar, he hung from his arms inside the Grand Inquisitor’s ship. If it was up to him, Kanan would’ve been killed on sight or sent to Mustafar, but Ezra convinced his true master that he “deserved a reward” and “should be allowed to play with him after all the trouble of manipulating him”. In reality, Ezra didn’t have the guts to see his other master die. Kanan was a good guy — a weak naive idiot, but a good man none the less. Jedi’s were meant to be disposed of, but Kanan was an exception because Kanan was his.


 


“I think…” Ezra began, pursing his lips as he tried to find the right words in his busy head, “power belongs to those, who are unafraid to take it.”


 


Kanan let out a dry laugh. “Do you think I’m afraid?”


 


“No.” Ezra huffed, shaking his head, and smirked. “You’re not afraid of power : you’re too weak to take it.”


 


“Jedi aren’t wea—“


 


“Who’s tied up?” Ezra interrupted. “Because I’m not the one, who should’ve been sentenced to death : you were. This is my territory, Caleb, my home, my real home, so from now on, you better start listening to me…”


 


…


 


Ezra scraped his feet against the dusty path, kicking small peddles as he huffed and crossed his arms. Whilst Sabine got to create explosions, Zeb punch through walls, and Kanan collect data, he was left on the notorious guard duty. As the Thirteenth Brother, he never had to welcome boring, wasteful tasks, but Ezra Bridger was the newest member of the Rebel cell, so, of course, he’d get the last scraps on less important missions. It wasn’t fair - he was a force user! They needed him, so why wasn’t he included?


 


Suddenly, a huddle of a small, rodent-like creatures ran across his path, and an idea sprung into Ezra’s head. If the others were busy on their mission, he could practise the dark side of the force. After all, Kanan was making him weak, and if he continued to practise the light, the dark would reject him.


 


Ezra reached for the creatures, pulling them out from their hiding places and hovering them in the air. “What pathetic creatures do we have here?” Ezra snarled. He squeezed their necks whilst pulling their long tails one way and their heads the other ; their troubled squeals excited Ezra more than he expected them too. “How interesting… the sounds you make as you are dying are… remarkably beautiful.” He missed killing for the sake of it and some harmless creatures weren’t going to be missed. In fact, he’d be doing the planet some good if he killed their pests. Smiling with the sound, Ezra listened to the snapping of their necks and threw their bodies at a nearby stone wall. “I’ve still got it.” He chuckled at their rolled back eyes. “Yep — still got it.”


 


Now that he’d taken care of the rodents, Ezra wondered what other creatures he could kill while he waited for news. However, as he was thinking of places to go to find beasts, he felt an unfamiliar life force approaching him and found himself in the view of a Stormtrooper.


 


Was it okay to torture his own kind if they thought he was the enemy? He’d done it before, even before joining the Ghost, but Ezra felt something change in him. Had Kanan corrupted him with… morality?


 


“Hey! What are you doing over there? Citizen curfew was an hour ago!” The Stormtrooper raised his gun at him, ready to shoot if necessary and Ezra smiled ; he’d make his gun necessary, alright.


 


“Okay, okay!” Ezra exclaimed, raising his hands, so that they were parallel with his head. “I’m sorry, sir, I was just waiting to do this—“ Ezra used the force to pull the gun from the Stormtrooper’s resistive hands and threw it at the wall with enough impact for it to shatter across the path. Then, he stole the man’s helmet before he could call for backup and levitated him (upside down) so that their eyes were at the same level. “Have you met a Inquisitor, sir?” Ezra asked, using his innocent voice from before.


 


The Stormtrooper’s accelerated heartbeat was music to his blackened ears. His mouth opened wide, his tongue doing gymnastics, and his lips failing to produce words. Ezra craved his fear like it was a sweet portion of fruit.


 


“Hush, sir.” Ezra taunted, placing one finger on his lips. “My name is the Thirteenth Brother. I’ve killed twelve Jedi’s and I’m about to make my headcount thirteen.” He grinned.


 


“A-a-a je-je-di-di—“


 


“Is here?” Ezra interrupted. “Yes, there is, but don’t get any ideas — that Jedi’s mine to decide how long he shall live and how he shall die.” With the flick of his hand, Ezra yanked the man’s hair downwards and stretched his legs upwards. However, he couldn’t scream — not when Ezra had sealed his lips shut. “Unfortunately for you, I was on my way to find some fun… a creature to torture to the end of their life, and you ran right to me.” Ezra explained with a malicious grin. “Killing you will taste sweeter than any small rodent.”


 


Ezra watched how the man’s eyes twisted with infinite agony as he grabbed his force signature. He played with his soul between his fingers, pulling and scraping and ripping his being apart. Darkness rewarded him, tickling his skin with floaty, soft snowflakes ; the force hadn’t abandoned him (yet).


 


There was nothing important in the man’s mind, no information about imperial plans, no lovers or children to tease him about and no amusing stories to make Ezra laugh, but that was okay ; Ezra was only digging through his mind for fun — he wasn’t expected to bring back any juice. Ezra applied pressure around the man’s neck, increasing it as blood leaked from his lips.


 


“Thank you, sir.” Ezra sniggered. “You may have no intel to provide, but I enjoyed pulling your mind apart none the less.” He squeezed the man’s neck, until no air could reach his lungs and threw him at the pile of dead rodents.


 


Slapping his hands together to rid himself of the metaphoric blood, Ezra walked up to the discarded Stormtrooper helmet and bit back another smile ; he had an idea. Using the force, Ezra picked up the helmet and placed it on his head. “This is 320GSL11 requesting backup in the left wing territory. There’s a Jedi, some kid with navy hair and orange clothes, patrolling outside base, and I’ve heard there’s another Jedi inside our walls.” He spoke through his victim’s comm-link, before swiftly throwing his helmet back at him and walking away. Now, all Ezra had to do was wait until they took his bait…


 


…


 


“You need to be more careful, Sabine.” Ezra told her, wrapping a white clothe around her forearm like a bandage. When he’d found the rebel trying to do her own first aid in her room, he knew he had to help — for manipulating purposes (of course). Sabine’s armour had slipped in an explosion and her skin ripped with the impact, forming a long, jagged wound. Luckily, the cut wasn’t too deep, and Ezra easily removed the dirt and shrapnel. “I wouldn’t want something bad to happen to you.”


 


“I’m fine.” Sabine bit her lip. “It was a one o—“


 


“Explosives are dangerous — they’re not a game!” Ezra exclaimed, raising his voice to mimic worry. Sabine’s eyes widened at his yell and Ezra flinched, blinking his eyes, and strategically withdrawing himself. “Sabine, I—“


 


“It’s okay.” She interrupted, quietly. “You were scared.”


 


“I shouldn’t have shouted at you.” Ezra mumbled, crossing his arms and avoiding eye contact. “I’m sorry.”


 


“Hey, relax, it’s— it’s okay, Ez.” Sabine murmured. Reaching out with her unharmed arm, she cupped his cheek with her palm, and softly smiled, “Look at me — it’s okay, cyar, it’s okay. I worry about you, too. You’re so reckless.”


 


“Me? Reckless?” Ezra gasped, dramatically opening his mouth and raising his hands, “How could you say that?”


 


Sabine brought her hand to her lips and giggled. For the first time, Ezra thought that the Mandalorian girl was… cute? He’d have to make sure she didn’t become a distraction in the future.


 


“Hey! Stop laughing at me!” Ezra chuckled, teasingly. “Sabeeeeeeen!”


 


Sabine beamed. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry, but seriously, you were awesome today! You faced rounds of Stormtroopers by yourself and still managed to regroup with Kanan and Zeb. Getting on that platform was risk, i-it was so high and tiny at the top, I could’ve sworn you were going to fall, yet you didn’t! You were really brave… you’re always really brave.”


 


“I can’t believe it! Sabine Wren is complimenting me? Wow! To think I’d see the da—“


 


“If that’s how you react, who says that I’ll do it again?” Sabine huffed as she crossed her arms. “You should be grateful for what you get, mister!”


 


Ezra was grateful… grateful for the fact that Sabine was oblivious to his true plans. Opening up to him more with each passing day, she’d never question her trust towards him. Being a double agent had never been easier.


 


…


 


After patching Sabine up, Ezra spent the rest of the evening joking with her as she sketched some new armour designs. However, the moment he started yawning, Ezra excused himself and retired back his room. Snoring as always, Ezra had to fight the grouchy legs of his heavy sleeping roommate to climb his ladder ; once he was in bed, he could lay down and breathe. He’d been having… disturbed sleeps lately, but if he could get to sleep quickly, he hoped it wouldn’t be as bad.


 


”I’m so proud of you, buddy.” Kanan’s voice rang out through the force.


 


Ezra smiled - the unprovoked praise was sweet, especially after his time with Sabine. When he wanted compliments from his siblings, he had to fight for them, but the rebels were all about the love after he’d saved their asses on the mission. ”I was only doing my job.” Ezra replied, but Kanan wasn’t having his honesty.


 


”I mean it, Ez, you did a great job today! I’m so proud of how far you’ve come in your training, the Jedi that you’re becoming - we wouldn’t have been able to clear up that mission if it wasn’t for your quick instincts! Thank you.”


 


The was praise was ironic considering Ezra told the Imperials his master was inside the building. He smirked with the fact that everyone was too busy thanking him to realise. Of all the rebel cells he could’ve been sent to, Ezra was glad that his was so gullible.


 


”You were in danger - I had to think of something!” Ezra argued, playing along. ”I can’t lose you, Kanan - I can’t. I used to be reminded of my parents’ death every day, there was always a dark cloud hanging over me and pulling me down, but now I have you and Hera, it… losing them hurts less. I don’t think I could take being alone, again.”


 


Kanan pulled on their bond, wrapping Ezra in warming security. ”I’m here, Ez. I’m not going anywhere.”


 


”Promise?”


 


Kanan gripped harder on his force signature. ”I promise, kid.”


 


”Thank you.” Ezra murmured, back. ”Can you stay for a while? I haven’t been sleeping well.” He admitted, knowing what his vulnerable honesty did to Kanan’s kind heart.


 


”Of course, Ezra - whatever you need. Would you like to talk about it?”


 


”It’s nothing.” Ezra replied, trying to brush it off. ”I just… I keep finding myself in battles, missions gone wrong, and sometimes…” Ezra gulped. ”you die and it’s all my fault.”


 


Ezra felt Kanan flinch and the protectiveness building in his Jedi. ”My death would never be your fault. I wish I could take your pain away.”


 


”Having you here is enough.” Ezra told him. ”Whenever you hold our bond, I know I’m safe.”


 


”Then, I’ll keep holding on, until I feel you letting go.”


 


Ezra sent back love through their bond. ”Goodnight, Kanan.”


 


”Goodnight, Ezra.”


 


Ezra was going to miss his master’s soft attentiveness when he returned to the dark. It was going to be hard to forget about feelings of sun-kissed love and delicate strokes of light when the Grand Inquisitor’s ship was so cold. Ezra shut his eyes and tried to relish the moment. He’d never be able to capture his bond with Kanan in a jar, but at least, he could remember how it felt.


 


…


 


For the first time in years, Ezra Bridger, calculated Inquisitor and servant to the Empire, slept in like a peasant. By the time he pulled himself out of bed, the rebels were already working, and Ezra found himself in the kitchen alone. Grabbing a carton of juice from a cabinet, Ezra poured himself a cup and sat on the edge of the table to drink it. Serenity swirled around him, delicate and soft ; the light was weak, but peace was kind. There was nothing wrong with enjoying the calm every once and a while.


 


“‘Morning, Kanan.” Ezra murmured, feeling his force signature before seeing him.


 


His master beamed back, appearing at the doorway with grease on his trousers and his lightsaber missing from his belt. “Good morning, sleepy head. How was your snooze?”


 


“Amazing.” Ezra grinned, letting out a sigh of relief as light brushed against his cheeks. “I don’t think I’ve ever slept so good — it was like I was wrapped in sunlight.”


 


“Good - I’m glad! Reach out whenever you’re finding it hard to sleep— and before you say anything to protest, you’re not a burden, you’d never be one, and I’m not just saying that to be nice! I really care about you, buddy. I’d do anything for you.” Kanan smiled, too easily led and complying for his own good. The Jedi loved the idea of Ezra, of a Padawan to care for and protect from harm, but he didn’t know the real boy that hid behind the mask.


 


‘If you’d do anything for me, you’d join the dark side’ Ezra wanted to say, ‘If you cared about me, you’d turn your back on your rebel friends and become an Inquisitor with me.’ However, he couldn’t, not now ; surely never. Instead, Ezra stayed silent and opted for a hug, throwing his arms around the older man and burying his head into his chest as though it belonged there. (He needed to stop getting attached. Kanan couldn’t be his Jedi for—)


 


Kanan’s arms copied, his left hand rubbing his back as he planted a soft kiss on Ezra’s forehead. “I’m here. I’ll always be here.” Kanan murmured. “Whatever you need, I’ll be there. I promise.”


 


(But what if promises can be broken?)


Chapter End Notes


Next time: Ezra is reunited with an old friend and turns in the rebel group the ghost crew were supposed to protect.


Chapter 4 : Back in Black
Chapter Notes


*Ezra’s roommate at The Imperial Academy is called Chuba (pronounced Shoe ba)


See the end of the chapter for more notes
Leaning against a wooden crate with his arms crossed, Ezra watched Hera talk to Iuwisgaki, the leader of Aquilegia - a group of civilians fighting back against the Empire. She was also a Twi’lek, although older and coated with sky blue skin, and wielded a black baton. On the outskirts of the now-Empire-controlled city, Iuwisgaki had brought seven other rebels to greet the Ghost Crew, but whilst the others split into their own groups, Ezra had little care to participate. He enjoyed watching, listening in to all the different conversations, and remembered as much as he could. After all, the members of Aquilegia were undesirable traitors of the Empire, so anything he learned about them could be used to destroy them.


 


Kanan patted a human’s back as he left a group of three and walked over to Ezra with a cup of the planet’s delicacy. “Are you feeling okay, Ez? You’ve been quiet.” Kanan murmured softly. He sat down on the crate beside him and took a sip from his cup. “Talk to me.”


 


Biting his lip, Ezra flickered his eyes and pulled on their bond. “Nervous. Tired.” He lied in a weak, strained voice.


 


Kanan squeezed his hand. “Too much?”


 


”Meeting new people? Talking to new people? Yes. I’d rather stay by myself. Not say a word. I get overwhelmed.” Ezra told him.


 


”Once Hera gives the all clear, we can excuse ourselves and go back to the Ghost. I can make something for us to eat and then we’ll have an early night. If all goes to plan, we’ll have a long day in the city tomorrow. Do you think you’ll be up to some scouting?” Kanan asked him Ezra nodded and smiled, making Kanan smile in return and squeeze his shoulder. “Good. I’m glad.”


 


“Thank you for checking on me.” Ezra murmured.


 


“Of course.” Kanan replied. “If you feel like this again, call me. I’ll always be by your side.”


 


’No you won’t.’ Ezra’s mind supplied. ’Not after I turn on you.’


 


…


 


Ezra stopped in his tracks and his heart pounded in his chest. It couldn’t be… it was impossible… how— that was Chuba! After turning a street corner, his eyes met an Imperial Officer in a square, talking to four stormtroopers, and his lungs collapsed into themselves. The officer, a human his age with dark afro hair and auburn eyes, looked like his roomie back at the Academy. It sounded like him, too. Ezra thought he’d never see him again, but now…


 


“Chuba!” Ezra called, unable to stop himself from blowing his cover. He waved like a mad man and walked towards him with an enormous grin. “It really is you, isn’t it - I can’t believe it!” Ezra exclaimed.


 


The stormtroopers raised their guns at him, but Chuba raised his right hand, signalling for them to hold fire and gasped. “Ezra Bridger, is that you?”


 


“In the flesh.” Ezra chuckled. Chuba closed to gap between them and they shook hands. “It’s been too long, old friend.”


 


“Men, this is—“


 


“The Thirteenth Brother.” Ezra interrupted. “Your CO and I trained at the same Academy.” He told the Stormtroopers.


 


“The Thirteenth Brother, huh?” Chuba chuckled. “What did you do to get that title?”


 


Ezra smirked. “Pour me a drink and I’ll explain everything.”


 


“We can go to my office.” Chuba agreed. “Follow me.”


 


…


 


“We had a good thing going on - you and me.” Chuba smiled, opening his fridge and grabbing a carton of what looked like juice. He poured the liquid into two cups and handed one to Ezra. “The others were nothing compared our shots. I’ve never known a smarter sniper duo.”


 


Ezra sat on the edge of Chuba’s desk and sighed. “They were the good old days. We could shoot down a whole fleet with our eyes closed, facing the other way, even - we were really good.”


 


“It’s a shame. We could’ve made it far, leading a team of sharpshooting assassins in the name of the Emperor - we could’ve taken planets together, but those strange people came along and you chose to leave with them.” Chuba sighed. “What did they want, anyway? They were pretty set on keeping you close.”


 


“That’s because they could sense that I’m force sensitive.” Ezra told him. “Those ‘strange people’ were Imperial Jedi Hunters called Inquisitors and they’ve taught me how to use the dark side of the force. We track down Jedi’s, torture rebel forces, and find intel in their temples to destroy them! Since completing my initiation period, I’ve killed five Jedi by myself and now I’m undercover with a rebel cell to collect information about the rebellion and kill its Jedi.” Ezra explained. “The best part is that the rebels have no idea! They treat me like I’ve hung the stars in the sky and to think I could kill them in their sleep is so chilling, but so tempting at the same time.”


 


Chuba smirked. “The urge to take a life is strong. I love the power I feel from it.” He shared.


 


“Exactly!” Ezra exclaimed. “The dark side gives me so much power, so much strength - it’s overwhelming how amazing it feels.”


 


“I’d love to introduce you to my troops before you leave. They could learn a lot from you.” Chuba told him.


 


“It would be my pleasure, although these street rat clothes won’t do - I’ll need to look presentable to stand beside you.” Ezra replied.


 


Chuba smiled. “I know the perfect outfit. Leave it to me.”


 


…


 


Dressed all in black, Ezra wore a body suit with a high collar, shoulder armour, knee high boots and a long, flowing cape. In an act of respect, Ezra looked towards Chuba as he ordered his men to salut. They stood in front of them, helmet-less and in three rows - their eyes glued straight ahead and their faces serious. Ezra remembered when he and Chuba had to stand like that. Those days seemed so far from reach…


 


“Troops, I’d like to introduce someone extremely important to the Empire… and to me. You will obey his every order and refer to him as sir. Is that understood?” Chuba asked.


 


“Yes, sir, yes!” The men chorused.


 


Chuba smirked. “Good. Then, it is with great pleasure that I introduce my good friend, The Thirteenth Brother - Inquistor and assassin for our great Empire.”


 


“Good afternoon, troops.” Ezra began, his eyes moving from man to man in each row. “I would like to give you a lesson of discipline, of undying obedience, and staying in your lane. The Empire strives from our strength and cannot do its remarkable work without soldiers like yourselves. Your loyalty makes us strong, and as such, your disobedience…” Ezra paused, eyeing a blonde human at the end of the second row, “weakens us. Undesirable traitors of our beloved Empire are poison… like him.” Ezra announced. He threw his arm forward, his hand pointed towards the blonde solider, and elevated him. “This man…” Ezra declared, raising his voice as he tightened his grip on his neck, “thought he could get away with being a mole… a spy for the rebel group Aquilegia. Let me show you what I do to these undesirables.” He crushed the bones in his neck, leaving him paralysed, and dropped him on the floor. The man’s eyes rolled back and he silently died.


 


The soldiers moved away, their eyes faltering from their superiors to stare at the traitor. Another human looked as though he was going to cry, the fear and despair radiating off of him more than the fear reeking off the others, and Ezra grinned - he’d found another one.


 


He raised his hand and launched the human into the air, leaving the other soldiers’ speechless as his neck, too, snapped, and he was thrown at the back wall. “Does anyone else want a go?” Ezra asked the troops. None of them spoke up. “That’s what I thought. Now, if I find out that any of you are also in Aquilegia, I promise your fate will far, far worse. For those thinking of rebelling, see my lesson as your warning. You do not want to experience the bad side of a man with Jedi blood on his hands.”


 


“Someone hang those traitors bodies on the platform. I want their allies to fear the strength of our dear Empire.” Chuba sneered.


 


“An excellent idea, my friend.” Ezra exclaimed. “That will show Aquilegia that we don’t stand their poison in our ranks.”


 


“That will be all.” Chuba told them. “You are excused.”


 


The men saluted and Ezra understood why Chuba had become an Officer - the power he gained from controlling them was exhilarating.


 


…


 


“They must know we’re here.” Sabine murmured, not looking up from her sketchbook, as Ezra entered her room. “They killed Michael and Devon and put their heads on spikes in the main square.” She gulped and Ezra watched as she squeezed her pencil. “They didn’t deserve that.”


 


“No.” Ezra lied. “They didn’t.”


 


Sabine’s head snapped upwards and she raised her eyebrows at him. “Are you okay? You look… y-you look shaken.”


 


Ezra sighed and walked over to Sabine, sitting down opposite her and avoiding her gaze. “If I… tell you what’s wrong, will you promise not to tell anyone? I don’t…” Ezra squeezed shut his eyes. “If Hera and Kanan found out, they’d hate me and—“


 


“Hey.” Sabine cut him off, discarding her drawing to put her hand on his shoulder. “Breathe, it’s okay, Ez. You can tell me.”


 


He gulped and bit down on his bottom lip. “I know him.”


 


“Who?” Sabine frowned. “Who do you know?”


 


“His name is Chuba, he was my roommate back at the Academy on Lothal. He was…” Ezra gulped. “He was my best friend. We were good together, a great team, we were like… brothers, him and I. He was the first person to welcome me and the only person I cared about leaving behind. I… I missed him so much, but now he’s… the commanding officer of the city, it’s…”


 


“I’m sorry.” Sabine murmured. “I’m so sorry, Ez.”


 


“I was so happy to see him.” Ezra admitted, throat dry. “I couldn’t believe it, but now I feel so sick… I hate myself for caring about him - f-for being attached to a murderer. Please don’t tell anyone.” Ezra begged.


 


“I promise.” Sabine frowned. “I’d never do that to you.”


 


“Thank you.” Ezra sniffled. “I knew you’d understand.” Instinctively, his fingers brushed against his branding and he bit his lip, looking down with saddened eyes. “It never leaves us. It’ll never leave me… what happened there, what I did… I’ll always have the shame branded to my skin.” He whispered.


 


“The Empire didn’t make you.” Sabine told him. “You’re so much more than your past.”


 


Ezra smiled. “Thanks Sabine… for being here.”


 


If he was caught for what he did, they were going to kill him.


 


”We need to talk. Can you meet me in my room?”


 


Ezra’s stomach filled with dread and Sabine saw his shock in his face. “What’s wrong? Are y—“


 


“Kanan wants to see me. He said we need to talk.” Ezra told her.


 


“Good luck.” Sabine gulped.


 


Ezra offered her a smile as he stood up. “I’ll see you at dinner?” He asked. Sabine nodded, and with a deep, heavy sigh, Ezra left her room and walked down the hall. “Kanan?” He asked, trying not to waver his voice, as he knocked on his door.


 


“Come in.” Kanan replied. He was sitting on the edge of his bed, pulling his hands through his hair with a miserable expression on his face.


 


“What’s wrong?” Ezra forced out. “You’re worrying m—“


 


“Do you know what an Inquisitor is, Ez?” Kanan asked, catching his gaze with dark, bitter eyes.


 


Ezra shivered. What had be done? Was this… was that it? Had he blown his cover? Did Kanan know what he’d done to those men? Did he know, who he was? Ezra gulped. “Inquisitors kill Jedi.”


 


“That’s right.” Kanan replied. “They do.” Kanan sighed, shaking his head and avoiding eye contact with him. “An Inquisitor was here today. He’s the one, who killed Michael and Devon. If he’d… I left you all day, never checked on you, n-never said anything, but if I’d known…” Kanan’s voice broke, tears appearing from the corners of his eyes - for the first time, Ezra felt his fear. “He could’ve killed you and you wouldn’t have stood a chance. Inquisitors are dangerous, they don’t mess about - I could’ve lost you.”


 


“You didn’t, though.” Ezra told him. Relief washed over him like a comforting breeze - Kanan didn’t know. He was safe. “We’re both here. We’re both alive.” Ezra grabbed a hold of their bond and tried to reassure his master the best he could. “I’m here, Kanan. You haven’t lost me.”


 


“Don’t leave the Ghost without me.” Kanan ordered. “There’s no telling when the Inquisitor will leave and I can’t chance him tracing your force signature.”


 


“I promise.” Ezra gulped. “I won’t leave without you, Kanan.”


 


His master sighed. “I’m sor—“


 


“No.” Ezra interrupted. “Don’t apologise. It’s okay to be worried about me - I don’t mind. I get worried about you, too, you know what - I’m so scared of losing you, losing our bond… I don’t want you to leave me.”


 


“I won’t.” Kanan promised, clinging back on their bond. “You’re my Padawan for life, Ez.”


 


Ezra smiled. “Can I… can I stay the night? I, um.. I-I don’t to be alone.”


 


Kanan’s heart melted - he could never say no to him. “Of course, Ez. If that’s… if that’s what you want.”


 


“It’s okay if you don’t, I just…” Ezra hugged himself. “I wanted a cuddle.”


 


“We can cuddle.” Kanan told him. “We can cuddle.”


 


…


 


Ezra couldn’t believed he’d gotten away with it. He watched from Kanan’s side as the Aquilegia buried his kills, squeezing his hand, and tried not to show his smugness on his face.


 


Michael’s sister looked his age, maybe one or two years younger, with beautiful blue eyes and locks of blonde hair. What made her prettier were the tear-stains on her cheeks ; Ezra loved what loss had done to her. She wept on her knees, hugged by an older traitor, but Ezra held no remorse in his heart. He enjoyed killing her brother and he enjoyed watching her cry.


 


“Michael and Devon will always have a special place in our hearts.” Iuwisgaki rasped, laying two Aquilegia flowers on the fresh dirt. “They touched us in life and will continue to touch us in death. Their sacrifice will not be forgotten. We will not forget them.”


 


‘Then you shall all die.’ Ezra wanted to say, but he held back his tongue. It wasn’t the time or place to put the traitors in line.


 


”They were lovers.” Kanan revealed. ”They grew up together, never leaving each others sides ; they were the team’s sweethearts. I’ve heard Michael died first and his eyes never dropped from Devon’s gaze. They wanted to see each other before they died, comfort each other without words. It breaks my heart to see boys so young die so early.”


 


Ezra had seen younger die, babies covered in blood and the severed heads of toddlers ; two seventeen year olds were nothing. They were traitors, they deserved it - Ezra was giving Chuba’s troops a lesson.


 


”It isn’t fair.” Ezra lied. ”They should be breathing, today.” It was a shame they trusted the wrong people. If only they’d known the Ghost Crew had their own double agent… now, no one else would find out. Ezra’s cover was safe.


Chapter End Notes


‘Ezra is a psychopath’ is confirmed


Chapter 5 : Don’t Give Up (On Me)
Chapter Notes


We finally hear someone else’s point of view as Ezra breaks.


See the end of the chapter for more notes
At the Academy, Ezra worked hard to rise through the ranks of snipers. He’d never reach Chuba’s level, hitting targets was natural to him, but his talent showed through his kills. 320GSL11 didn’t miss.


 


Dropping to the ground, Ezra grabbed a dead stormtrooper’s gun as he swing-kicked another to the floor. He jumped up and without delay or failure, shot every stormtrooper. They stumbled back, giving Ezra time to think, before he picked one at random, choking and throwing it at the others.


 


”This is Spectre One. I’m outnumbered, I-I— every time I stop a troop, another troop reaches m—“ Kanan’s feed glitched and he was cut off.


 


”Kanan!” Ezra screamed through their bond - there was no reply. Ezra ran.


 


The large ship was a maze of grey corridors and rows of doors. It didn’t help that it was transporting fleets of Stormtroopers, each one ready for a fight at every corner Ezra turned ; their crew was outnumbered to the hundreds.


 


“Abort the mission!” Ezra yelled over the gun fire. “Spectre Two be ready for pick-up - the mission’s a trap! There’s no intel here - the ship’s a troop transporter! Spectre Three and Four, try to make it to the docking deck. I’ll help Kanan and we’ll meet you there.”


 


”Where are you? I’ll come—“


 


“No!” Ezra exclaimed, cutting Sabine off. “It’s too dangerous! Th-they’ll—“ Ezra shot out his hand, stopping a bullet two seconds before it ripped through his arm and threw it back at the stormtroopers. Using the force, he ripped the helmets off of the five stormtroopers in front of him and repeatedly shot each one in the head. Screams pounded through Ezra’s ears and their blood scattered across the floor. Their faces were unrecognisable, some of their eyes popping out and fragments of ear mixing with their brains… it was karma for what they did to his parents.


 


”Ezra!” Sabine screamed. ”Tell me you’re alright - please!”


 


“I-I’m alive.” Ezra replied. He stepped over the bodies and continued running. “I-I ran into some trouble, but I’m alright now. I have to make it to Kanan. I can’t— I can’t leave him. I need to know that he’s okay.” He told her.


 


”Kanan, please… answer me.” Ezra begged. He reached out through their bond, and although he could still feel it, Kanan wasn’t clinging to his force signature. It scared him more than he wanted to admit. He couldn’t lose Kanan. Not yet.


 


Ezra forgot to shield his emotions. He flooded their bond with wrath as he flung Stormtroopers at every angle, catapulting anything in his path to get to his master. ’My Jedi, my Jedi, my Jedi.’ chorused through his mind like a mantra. Anyone or anything, who tried to stop him from reaching Kanan, would be destroyed.


 


”Call us if need backup.” Zeb piped up. ”No one left behind includes you, too.”


 


Ezra threw a stormtrooper at the ceiling as he ran towards him. He was too corrupted with fury to reply, stampeding down the corridor with tight fists and dark eyes ; he couldn’t rest, until Kanan was alright.


 


Finally, he found him. Six on one side and five on the other, Kanan was surrounded by gunfire and struggling to stay on his feet. He had a limp in his leg and blood dyed his trousers - he hadn’t been shot, had he?


 


Letting fury overtake him, Ezra gritted his teeth and charged. He flung the stormtroopers out of the way and avoided their shots, kicking them in the stomachs and throwing their own guns back at their heads. His force grabbed a stormtrooper by their neck and his hand made a fist as he closed their airway. ’My Jedi, my Jedi, my Jedi.’ They were going to pay for what they’d done.


 


“Ezra?” Kanan’s voice shook. Ezra dropped the stormtrooper and his eyes darted towards his master. He was on the floor, staring up at him with wide eyes, and shock reeked from his force signature like a rotten plague. “Ezra?” He repeated.


 


Ezra looked down his fists, breathing heavily through his gritted teeth, and forced back the urge to snarl. His fury was too strong to mask, to hide ; he couldn’t pretend to be a good guy, anymore. The fear of losing Kanan…


 


“You can’t— I didn’t teach you that.” Kanan’s voice broke.


 


Ezra’s eyes met his and immediately felt guilty. “I…” He tried.


 


“You choked them.” Kanan stated, voice small.


 


“You were in danger.” Ezra shrugged. “It was instinctual, I had to—“


 


“Use the dark side?” Kanan finished. “Your anger’s so strong, it… it overpowers you, corrupts you, Ez. I could feel it through our bond and it… it pained me.”


 


Ezra gulped. “Kanan, please, I didn’t—“


 


“I know.” Kanan sighed. Ezra felt his disappointment and tried not to cry. He hated letting his masters down, being a disappointment, a bad student.


 


“I’ll help you up.” Ezra gulped. “We need to get of here before more troops come.” He told him, hopping over the piles of bodies to reach him. “Take my hand?”


 


…


 


Why did Ezra have to ruin everything? Kanan was never going to trust him again. It was over. Why did he have to get so angry? Kanan refused to speak to him on the way back to the Ghost, and once Kanan was in the safe hands of Hera, he excused himself to his room. Bringing his knees to his chest, Ezra dug his nails into his skin, drawing blood, and whined. ’Badbadbadbadbadbadbadbad’. Ezra sobbed.


 


“Ezra?” Zeb’s voice asked, softly, at their door. Embarrassment rising in his chest, Ezra couldn’t bare to look at him. “Oh, kid, what’s… what’s wrong?” He cooed.


 


“Go away.” Ezra rasped through his sniffles. Zeb could come back and make fun of him later - Ezra needed some time on his own to calm down and get his act together.


 


“Hera wants to check your injuries, kid.” Zeb murmured, walking further into their room.


 


“Got none.” Ezra mumbled. “‘M fine.”


 


“Sure you are, kid.” Zeb sighed. “Do you… want to talk about it?”


 


“Don’t pretend like you care.” Ezra rasped. “You’ll be abandoning me on the closest planet in a day cycle - ‘no point wasting your time.”


 


Zeb frowned. “What are you talking about?” He asked, raising his eyebrows at him.


 


Ezra let out a dry laugh and made an awful smile with his lips. “Didn’t Kanan tell you? He doesn’t want to be my master, anymore. It’s over. He doesn’t want me around.”


 


“I— what?” Zeb blinked. “Karabast kid, what happened in there? Why would, why— you saved him!”


 


“But I used the dark side to do it!” Ezra exclaimed as uncontrollable tears washed his cheeks. “I got so… so angry, and the dark side was… it was there and Kanan was in danger, so it was temping, and I wasn’t strong enough to say no, t-to reject it. Now Kanan hates me. He’ll never forgive me for what I did - h-he thinks I’m evil, th-the enemy. He said I hurt him! He won’t trust me as his Padawan anymore. Our bond will never go back to what it was!” Ezra sobbed.


 


“You… you don’t know that.” Zeb replied, quietly.


 


“Didn’t you hear me? I-I used the dark side. I-I ch-choked someone, Zeb, a-and my anger hurt Kanan through our bond - I’m a bad person! I’ll never be more than my operating code!” Ezra exclaimed.


 


“…Operating code?” Zeb echoed.


 


Ezra froze. He hadn’t meant to blurt that, Sabine was alright knowing, that was part of his plan, but Zeb? Zeb was a wildcard. Ezra gulped. “When I um…” He started, squeezing shut his eyes, “after the Empire killed my parents, they took me, too. They branded me and…” Ezra sighed, “I was taken to an Imperial Academy.” Zeb was silent. “I’m just as bad as them and I’ll always be reminded of it.” Ezra continued, revealing his hip for Zeb. “How can you escape your past when it’s carved into your skin?”


 


“You were a prisoner, kid.” Zeb rasped. “Y-you were forced to be there. It wasn’t your fault.”


 


Ezra sighed. “That doesn’t change the fact that I’ll always be 320GSL11. The Empire’s programming is still in my head - it just… has to be unlocked. It’ll never leave me.”


 


“I’d track down everyone, who’s hurt you…” Zeb squeezed his hands into fists and gulped. “I’d make them regret it. You are not a bad person. You’re… far from a bad person, Ez. I wish you believed that.”


 


…


 


Zeb couldn’t breathe. There was a lump his throat and he couldn’t gulp it down. What had just happened? The new information was overwhelming. Ezra… Zeb squeezed shut his eyes as he closed the door - he didn’t want to think about what he’d been through.


 


Zeb had to admit he had reservations when Ezra joined their crew. They were fine as they were, happy as their family of four ; why ruin it with a stranger? A crafty street rat couldn’t be trusted, a teen wasn’t ready to join a rebel crew… how wrong had he been? Ezra was a perfect fit to their team and he proved every day how trustworthy and ready he was. He was a good kid with a good heart - couldn’t he see that? Zeb hated what the Empire had done to him.


 


“Zeb?” Hera asked, stopping mid-sentence with Kanan and turning towards him. Zeb hadn’t realised his feet brought him to the cargo hold, until she’d spoken up. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”


 


“Did you know?” Zeb rasped. “Did you… did you know?” He repeated, his voice breaking.


 


Hera blinked. “Know what, love?” She asked him.


 


Zeb gulped, trying to push down his anger, and took a deep, shaky breath. “That they branded him. That the Empire… branded him.” Zeb forced out.


 


“What?” Hera frowned. “Who—“


 


“They carved an operating code into Ezra’s hip.” Zeb told them. Kanan looked as though he was going to throw up and Hera’s hands shook. “He’s scared that… that he’ll never be free of the Empire’s programming. He also thinks we’re going to drop him off on the nearest planet because Kanan doesn’t want him as a Padawan anymore. I’ve never seen him cry before. I… I don’t want to, again - he looks a wreck.”


 


Hera gulped. “I… I didn’t kn-know about… a-about th-the branding.” She stuttered, forgetting how to speak with the new information.


 


“I did.” A quiet voice admitted. Sabine’s surprise entrance sent shivers down Zeb’s spine. She hugged herself, biting her lip, and dropped her eyes to the floor. “I’ve seen it, ‘looks like a burn, but far, far worse. His skin’s a strange colour around it - it… it never healed, and the markings themselves… they must have been deep cuts.” Sabine explained. “He talks about it sometimes, his time at the Academy - I think it helps him to talk, to get it out, and I don’t mind. I understand what he’s been through. We get each other.”


 


“His… time at…” Hera tried. “It-it makes so much sense.” She gasped. “W-why he thought I was going to punish him for taking food or for making mistakes, that rubbish about food being a reward and deserving to be punished wasn’t taught on the streets - it was the Empire’s doing. He thought we were like them… He didn’t know anything different.”


 


Zeb wanted to punch something. He never wanted to think about Ezra being punished, being tortured… he was only a kid…


 


“When we met, he’d always flinch when I touched his shoulder. I stopped giving him pats on the back because I knew he thought I was going to hurt him. I should’ve gotten the hint when he started having night terrors, wanting more hugs… the kid’s starved of love.” Kanan gulped.


 


Zeb sighed. “We’re so stupid.”


 


“You can say that again.” Kanan shuddered. “I’ve let him down. I should’ve been there for him.”


 


“You still can.” Hera reassured him. “We all can.”


 


“You need to talk to him. Tell him that you’re not going to punish him for his freak out on the mission and abandon him like everyone else in his life.” Zeb told Kanan. “He doesn’t deserve to feel alone, to feel unwanted. He needs a home.”


 


“And we’ll give him one.” Hera promised.


 


Kanan sighed. “I’ll speak to him now.”


 


…


 


Laying sideways on his bed, Ezra’s bloodshot eyes stared at the wall. His cheeks were a blotchy red, but his face was emotionless. He felt numb to everything, like time had stopped around him, and he regretted living. His cover was blown. It was over.


 


“Hey, buddy.” Kanan murmured, standing nervously at the door. He looked guilty, sad… - Ezra didn’t like it.


 


“Hi.” He whispered.


 


Kanan climbed the ladder and hung his legs over the bunk. “I’m sorry for how I reacted.”


 


“It’s okay.” Ezra gulped. “I deserved it.”


 


“You didn’t.” Kanan argued. “It was wrong of me to treat you like that.”


 


“You said I hurt you.” Ezra reminded him. “I did what I never wanted to do. What Padawan hurts their master? I’m a… bad person.”


 


“There are no bad students, only bad teachers.” Kanan replied. “Fear… can lead us down the wrong path, but that… that doesn’t mean we’re bad people for being blinded by our fears. I’m disappointed in myself, ashamed that… th-that I haven’t been the best master, I haven’t taught you everything you have to know and given you everything you need, but Ezra, I love having you as my Padawan, and I’d… I’d never give up on you. Yes, your anger was a shock to me, a-and I was scared and worried for your future, but you’ve got a good heart. I know you’d never choose the dark on purpose.”


 


Right… because Kanan was too naive to realise how much he loved the dark ; how much he loved the power that came with his kills.


 


“You’re not… leaving me?” Ezra asked him.


 


Kanan flooded their bond with warmth. “Never. Not unless you want me to.”


 


Ezra smiled. “Thank you for not giving up on me. I won’t let you down, again.”


 


“And even if you do, I’ll still be here.” Kanan told him. “You don’t have to be perfect all the time. You can make mistakes.”


 


“Mistakes can be deadly.” Ezra’s voice cracked.


 


Kanan frowned. “That’s life, Ez. There’s no point worrying about it.” Ezra bit his lip. “I mean it, kid.”


 


“In this world, in life… it’s kill or be killed, that’s… that’s what I was taught. I wanted to kill them before they killed you. I know we should only kill when necessary, I-I could’ve just… knocked them out, but once I was squeezing that stormtroopers neck, I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted to protect you. I couldn’t… lose another parental figure. I don’t want to be alone. I hate it.”


 


Kanan squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry I scared you.” He murmured. “I know it’s hard. I’m scared of losing you, too, of causing your death, but we have to remember that we’re better than them. We don’t have to stoop to their level.”


 


“But what if…” Ezra gulped. “What if…”


 


“Zeb told me they… they branded you.” Kanan rasped.


 


“I was seven years old.” Ezra whispered. “Th-they tortured m-me s-so bad. I-I’ve never been in so much pain.” He sniffled. “I remember sitting in my cell and just… crying, all the time, until someone realised what I was doing and punished me for the noise. The stormtroopers used to hit me with their blasters, they thought it was funny when they pushed the muzzle to my head, but the officers were worse. They were always worse.” Ezra shivered. “Their whippings, th-the beatings, the cuts… once they burned my toes — they healed, somehow, but sometimes they’re numb to pain. They hated me because my parents were rebels, they wanted to make me pay, a-and I thought that if I went along with them, th-the pain would stop. That’s why I didn’t f-fight them when they sent me to an Academy. I-I was scared of what they’d do if I disobeyed them.”


 


Kanan held onto their bond, flooding it with love and security. “I’ll die before they hurt you, again.” He vowed.


 


Ezra gripped onto their bond like his life depended on it.


Chapter End Notes
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Every spike on the rotting fence had a head. Young, old, rotten, bloodstained, missing eyes, hairy, hairless, blackened, fungus-grown — everything the eyes could imagine were plastered (or not plastered) to their bones. The village reeked of death, of the lives ruthlessly taken ; the Empire had done it all.


 


“Breathe, 320GSL11.” A young voice startled him. In a blink, Chuba was beside Ezra in full body armour and a blaster in hand. On one side of them stood the yellow fields beyond the fence, whilst the other held the remains of ancient architecture. Whoever those people were, the Empire wanted nothing of them to remain.


 


“Apologies, 106AQL12.” Ezra forced out. The flashback felt too real to be a memory. His soul believed he was back there. Ezra’s hands tightened around his blaster. “I… I don’t know what came over me.”


 


“Sir won’t be pleased if he finds out you’ve been zoning out.” Chuba warned under his breath. “You don’t want the cane, do you?”


 


Ezra gulped, the phantom pains reaching his back, and shook his head - he didn’t.


 


“Come on, then. Let’s go.” Chuba exclaimed and continued on.


 


A young boy’s head, laminated in a paste of blood and mouldy brains, flashed in his vision, and Ezra almost barfed. He nodded at Chuba, forcing down the disgust into his gut, and tried to walk off the sinister air.


 


Kanan wrapped around his being, sending warmth through their bond and metaphorically holding his hand. Ezra’s brain remembered what was going on. They were practicing immersive force projections, and for some bizarre reason, Ezra’s brain decided sending him to death village was a good first try. Well… it could’ve been worse - at least, he wasn’t blurting secrets about the Inquisitors.


 


Ezra blinked and the weight of his shoulders evaporated, making a “poof” sound, as he was transported to a new scene. It was his and Chuba’s room. With a metal bunk bed on one wall and a desk on another, there was little room to walk around, but the grey closet was his home for four years… it was hard to hate it.


 


Chuba laughed, his fringe bobbing up and down and his legs dangling off the edge of the top bunk. He was dressed in their ‘down-time clothes’ (a black shirt and shorts) and held the stars in his eyes. He looked happy considering the circumstances of their lives and he genuinely was. Ezra had been, too.


 


They were carefree back then. There was a sort of naiveness in the air when it was just the two of them, when they were in their own little bubble away from the war - they could smile and laugh the nights away and no one punished them for it. Underneath an old blanket, they whispered their deepest secrets between inappropriate jokes, and some nights, when the sky was clear, they snuck out to see the stars.


 


Ezra mind wandered to a reality, where he stayed at the Academy. They’d been good together, him and Chuba, happy - he… it would’ve been nice to stay.


 


Ezra found himself in the shooting range, watching Chuba and their companions aiming their blasters at their targets, and then in the food hall, where everyone sat around the long central table, joking and laughing and being happy.


 


The scene turned to dust between his fingertips and Ezra breathed in the smoke-filled air of the courtyard. An officer stood in the centre, a prisoner tied to a pole beside him, but his words filtered through his ears as muddled nonsense. The officers did that a lot, bringing prisoners in - they wanted to test their cadets’ loyalty, their will to shoot on command, regardless of what, or who, they were destroying.


 


Ezra watched a younger version of himself stand two meters from the target, aim his blaster, and shoot, the bullet passing through the prisoner’s blue neck. The Officer smirked and Chuba squeezed his shoulder in praise. Ezra remembered how much his gut twisted when he had to hurt the defenceless, the alarm bells in his head… He’d gotten used to it over the years. It didn’t hurt him to kill, anymore, and yet…


 


He couldn’t breathe. The air wasn’t reaching his lungs and dark spots glistened in his vision. Ezra stumbled backwards and fell into the hard, dust-covered mud. The Officer’s praise fell short in his ears and his mind begged for it to stop, to have relief from the situation. His body shook violently and a pitiful whine reached his throat.


 


”Get me out. Please, I can’t do this. Get me out!” Ezra cried through their bond.


 


Kanan forced him out of his memories and Ezra crawled (tumbled) towards him, throwing his arms around his master, and sobbed into his chest. Kanan’s hands combed through his hair and Ezra squeezed shut his eyes. He couldn’t— he tried to breathe and—


 


“Hey, shhh, it’s okay, buddy, I’ve got you.” Kanan cooed, rubbing his back. “You’re not there, anymore. You’re safe. You’re okay.”


 


“Kanan—“


 


“I know, kid, I know. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. You’re safe, now. It’s going to be okay.”


 


…


 


Their trust went both ways. Kanan showed him the temple he grew up in, his master, Depa Billaba, and his friends. His memories from the clone wars were messy, painful and repressed, so Ezra didn’t push for answers. He wasn’t cruel… at least, not when it came to Kanan.


 


The old Ezra would’ve reported back to The Grand Inquisitor immediately, explaining every flashback in detail and feeding off of his praise. The present Ezra, however, was reluctant to reach out to his master. Yes, the light side of the force was weak, but what if Kanan was his true master? What if he was fated to be his Padawan?


 


It would be easy, Ezra thought, to stay. Kanan loved him, regardless of what he’d done in his past, and the rest of the crew were wrapped around his fingers so tightly that their strings would never come undone. They were his puppets and Ezra could do whatever he wanted with them. Killing them would be a short term thrill, an adrenaline rush that would only last a day, but keeping them alive…?


 


One day, somewhere in the future, Ezra would twist Kanan’s mind into submission, forcing him to learn the dark side of the force and to take over the universe alongside him. The rest of the crew would follow blindly. They trusted him as a friend, he was their family — they’d never see the yellow in Ezra’s eyes.


 


If his brothers and sisters went after Kanan, Ezra knew he’d kill them. He’d kill all the Inquisitors if it meant Kanan stayed alive. They were his family, or at least, the closest thing he’d had to a family after his parents died, but now he had the Ghost Crew and he preferred the Ghost Crew. He never had to chase them for praise because they always gave it to him. They loved him, unconditionally, and the Inquisitors did not.


 


Ezra wanted to stay.


 


…


 


“I was thinking…” Kanan began, “and stop me if I’m crossing your boundaries, but… about your… branding…” He gulped, pausing, and the room swallowed his breathe.


 


They were laying in Kanan’s bed, Ezra in his lap as Kanan held a detective book in one hand and twisted Ezra’s hair with the other. Ezra the warmth, the brush of the light against his face - it felt good to be wanted, to be loved, to have a father figure that enjoyed having him around.


 


“It’s okay.” Ezra told him and it was - he didn’t mind talking about it, not now everybody knew. “What about it?”


 


“Would you like to cover it?” Kanan asked, softly.


 


Ezra blinked. “What?” He breathed.


 


“To be reminded of your torture whenever you look at yourself is torture in itself. It pains me to know that you think it defines you, that the code is what you’ll always be, so I wondered if you’ve thought about having surgery to improve your skin or covering the cuts with a tattoo.” Kanan explained. “Is that something you’d like?”


 


“I…” Ezra gulped. “I’ve never thought about that.” It never crossed his mind to remove his branding, but the way Kanan said it… a tattoo sounded nice. “I like tattoos. They’re like… war paint. I like the symbolism.”


 


“Yeah?” Kana chuckled, and not how his sisters would when they thought he was being stupid. “So you’ll think about it?”


 


“It’s a good idea.” Ezra shrugged. “I don’t know if it’s for me or not, but the idea’s cool. Making my body my own, getting closure for my past… it’ll help me love myself and let go of my emotional baggage. Then, we can strengthen our bond and I can be the best Jedi I can be. We can go to a temple, find a kyber crystal, and I can build my own lightsaber. It’ll be so cool!” Ezra smiled. He’d been with the Ghost Crew for a while, and he hadn’t been allowed to take his lightsaber with him. At this rate, Ezra would be lucky not to be rusty once he got his hands around a blade. He missed the hums and buzzing of the ‘saber, the slashing of two blades ; Ezra wondered how different having a blue kyber crystal would be.


 


“Yeah, it will be, for sure.” Kanan replied, sending warmth through their bond. “I can already tell you’ll be a natural at wielding a ‘saber. It’ll be an honour to teach you to fight.”


 


“Kanan!” Ezra whined with a laugh - his master was too soppy at times. “You can’t just say things like that — and that’s not what we were talking about in the first place - I thought we were talking about tattoos.”


 


“You’re the one, who changed the subject!” Kanan protested. “But you’re right, we were talking about tattoos, and I was thinking…”


 


…


 


Snuffling his feet, Ezra wavered at the door of the cockpit, and watched Hera and Chopper work. She looked deep in thought and a part of him was tempted to use the force to read them.


 


“Hiya, love.” Hera murmured, noticing Ezra’s presence, and smiled. “How was training with Kanan?”


 


“Good.” Ezra smiled. “I-it was hard at first, but our bond grew stronger in the process and we learned a lot from each other.” He replied, leaving out the parts, where he killed a prisoner and Kanan cuddled him like a dog.


 


“That’s great, love.” Hera told him. “I’m glad.”


 


“Kanan said I can get a tattoo to cover my operating code.” Ezra blurted.


 


Hera blinked. “Oh?”


 


“I think it’s a good idea.” Ezra continued. “It’ll… take my mind off of it, make it into a positive, instead of… you know.”


 


“Are you sure it won’t… hurt?” Hera asked.


 


Poor, naive Hera - she didn’t know what ‘hurt’ was. Ezra was used to pain, to whips and burns and cuts - a tattoo needle was nothing. “The skin doesn’t look healed, but it doesn’t hurt to touch and doesn’t try to reopen. Tattoos hurt, I know that, but it’s not like I’ll be in pain for the rest of my life. I can deal with it.”


 


“He’ll be fine.” Sabine told them, appearing behind Ezra with a smirk on her face. “I love tattoos. I could sketch you some ideas if you’d like.”


 


“That would be great!” Ezra smiled. Sabine was an amazing artist - having one of her designs on his skin would be an honour. “Thanks, Sabine.”


 


She nudged him in the side. “No problem, Ez - it’s the least I can do.”


 


The Inquisitors never did anything for him without something in return. He loved it, being with his new Crew, his family ; he was finally home. Ezra blinked, smiling, and rubbed his face with his sleeve.


 


“Oh love, what’s wrong?” Hera cooed, leaving whatever she was working on to go over to him.


 


Ezra sniffed. “I’m sorry… I’m just so happy. I love you guys so much.”


 


“We love you too, darling.” Hera replied, cupping his cheeks, and pulled him into a hug.


 


“I feel like I belong.” Ezra forced out, voice shaking. Oh no - he wasn’t going to cry, was he? Man, he was getting soft.


 


“That’s because you do, idiot.” Sabine told him, softly. “You, me, Hera, Kanan, Zeb, Chopper — we’re a family. Of course, we belong together.”


 


“It’s… started to hit me that I’m not disposable, that you genuinely want me around for the long run, and won’t give up on me if I make a mistake. It feels good t-to be wanted, for the people I care about to care for me back. Calling the Ghost home feels like a dream, but it’s my reality, and I’m so glad I met you. I couldn’t be luckier to know you. You’re my family.” Ezra rambled as he forced himself to not cry.


 


Hera squeezed his shoulder. “We love you so much, Ezra - please don’t forget it.”


 


“She’s right.” Sabine murmured. “We do.”


 


Ezra would never be alone.


 


…


 


Ezra felt the Seventh Sister pull on their bond as he said goodnight to Zeb and settled into bed. He ignored her. A voice in the back of his head said that it was wrong to do so, but his gut cried that it was the right choice. He didn’t need her. She was nothing to him.


 


Ezra decided he wasn’t going to be an Inquisitor, anymore.


 


…


 


”You can’t be serious.” The Grand Inquisitor sneered. “You’ve chosen the light over us? Over me?”


 


Ezra’s hands gripped tighter around the handle of his lightsaber. “I haven’t chosen the light - I’ve chosen my family. My real family. Kanan’s my true master, not you, and if you want to hurt him, you’ll have to get through me first.” He warned as he ignited the blue flame. “Your biggest mistake was sending me to the Ghost Crew because now I know them, I’ll never be able to let them go.”


 


His eyes darkened. “Then you shall die.”


Chapter End Notes
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Chapter 7 : Home Is In Your Arms
Chapter Summary


Ezra worries about the future and the consequences of his actions.


The Seventh Sister gritted her teeth. “I don’t understand.” She forced out of her dry lips. The darkness of the cave highlighted her striking yellow eyes and skin.


 


Ezra sighed. “You don’t need to. I don’t understand most of the time, either.” He laughed, dryly. “What I do know is that I’m happy, that they make me happy, and I can’t— I-I refuse to lose that feeling.”


 


“You’re… thirteen - this isn’t you.” She huffed, rubbing her forehead with her gloved fingertips. “You’re a willing servant to the Empire, a bloodthirsty assassin riding the thrill of the dark - you were supposed to fake joining the light, not actually do it!” She exclaimed. The rocky ledge shook beneath their feet, and yet, she was unfazed by it.


 


Ezra adjusted his footing. “I’m still me, I still love killing for the sake it of it and using the dark side of the force, but the light… it’s as addictive as the taste of blood, as choking a weakling or stabbing a jedi in the heart - it’s safe and warm and gives you strength when you’re beaten down. Kanan’s taught me tha—“


 


“Can you hear yourself?” Seven crackled. “Do you know what you’re saying? You’re a pushover! You let those scumbags manipulate and turn your head! You let the light win!” She exclaimed.


 


“You’re not listening!” Ezra protested. “I haven’t turned my back on the dark - I love the dark! The light feels good, but that doesn’t mean I want to be a Jedi! I want my Jedi to stop being a Jedi! Kanan trusts me, I-I can change him, and once I do, we’ll join you, and aid the Empire!”


 


Seven rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You can’t change a Jedi.” She sneered.


 


Ezra shrugged. “You don’t know, unless you try.” (and if Ezra couldn’t, he would stay with his crew, anyway).


 


…


 


”The Grand Inquisitor is worried about you. He says you haven’t given a report in two weeks.” The fifth brother’s voice bombarded his mind. Once a comfort, his presence was cold and forceful ; causing Ezra to shiver. ”Have you met other rebel cells? Are there more Jedi?”


 


”I’m afraid not. Things are slow here. I know the Twi’lek is hiding contacts, but I haven’t met more rebels or force users.” Ezra admitted through their cracking bond. ”The Jedi’s trust in me grows stronger every day. He shows me his memories through our bond, so I have plenty of information about the temples to report on.”


 


The fifth brother flooded praise through their bond. It was dirty, dark, heavy - not light and fluffy like Kanan’s, his praise being sweet on the tongue and a lullaby to their bond ; it wasn’t right. The praise didn’t feel right. ”Good. I was starting to think you were losing your spark. Keep it up, kid. You’ve had enough time to woo those scum - you need to end it soon. We want you back with us.” When Kanan called him ‘kid’, it didn’t sound like that. Kanan was caring and his brother was… he was insulting him, acting as his superior because he was older and towered over him.


 


Ezra gulped. ”I’ll be back before you know it, dear brother.” He lied. He didn’t want to go back. He never wanted to go back.


 


Ezra cut off their bond and climbed down his bunk’s ladder. Pulling his hands through his hair and taking a deep breathe, he left his and Zeb’s room and walked down the corridor in search for Hera or Kanan. He needed to feel the sunlight, to be reminded of the warmth after experiencing the cold. He wanted his parents.


 


Ezra let out a sigh of relief when he saw Hera in the cockpit. “Hey, Hera. Are you… are-are you busy?” He stuttered, biting his bottom lip, and fiddling with his fingers.


 


Hera turned to him and smiled. She was a presence of calm in a universe of thunder, someone to turn to and trust ; she was the closest thing to a Mom he had. “Hello, Ezra. It’s okay - I’m not doing anything important. Is everything okay? You look shaken, love.”


 


“Can you hug me?” Ezra blurted.


 


Hera’s face softened. “Of course, love - come here.” She closed the gap between them and wrapped her arms around him.


 


Ezra closed his eyes, hugging her back and buried his head in her shoulder. Warmth was nice. Warmth was good. The light didn’t have to be wrong. It didn’t have to be bad. It never hurt him like the cold, it never tried to make him someone he wasn’t, make him do things he didn’t want to do in exchange for power ; the love of the light was unconditional.


 


Ezra let out a muffled sniffling sound and Hera gripped him tighter. “Oh, love,” She cooed, “it’s okay, Ez, I’ve got you, love, I’m here. What’s wrong?”


 


“Scared.” Ezra mumbled.


 


“Scared?” Hera repeated with a frown. “Of what, love?”


 


“The inquisitors.” He replied, his voice quiet and dry, and he gulped. “‘Scared they’ll take me away from you. ‘Scared they’ll hurt Kanan. ‘Keep ‘aving nightmares, ‘can’t st-stop ‘inking ‘bout i-it.” Ezra mumbled. “I d-don’t wa-wanna’ be alone. I-I love it here. You’re my-my fa-family. I don’t want to be abandoned again.”


 


The Inquisitors were growing impatient and it wouldn’t be long before they snapped and took Ezra “home”. He didn’t want Kanan to die, but if he fought for his life, his brothers and sisters would see him as weak and as a traitor. Ezra wasn’t one of them anymore, but he wasn’t a rebel either. Once everything came to light, he’d be alone. Everyone he knew would leave him and never look back. Ezra was scum. A traitor.


 


“They’d have to pry you from my cold dead hands.” Kanan huffed, snapping Ezra out of his mess. He was usually good at picking up force signatures, at not being snuck up on, but Kanan appeared out of nowhere, and stood in the doorway with his arms crossed. “I won’t let them touch you. I won’t lose you, Ez.”


 


Ezra let go of Hera and rubbed his eyes. He didn’t want to cry. He wasn’t going to cry, was he? He needed to be strong. Ezra had a reputation to hold - he was thir— no. Ezra wasn’t thirteen, not anymore, not when he wanted to stay with the enemy ; he was a servant of the dark side, but he wasn’t an inquisitor.


 


“We love you, Ezra. You’re safe. We’re safe. They can’t hurt us.” Hera reassured him.


 


Ezra gulped and forced on a smile. “I-I know, I-I-I just have s-silly thoughts sometimes. I ge-get scared too-too easily, I stress myself out a—“


 


Kanan pulled him into a hug. “Shhh, it’s okay, Ez, it’s okay - I’ve got you, I’m here.”


 


Everything hit him at once and Ezra sobbed into his chest. He didn’t deserve this, he didn’t deserve Hera and Kanan, but he needed them so much. They were everything good, everything warmth and safe ; they were home. The guilt bubbled in his chest and Ezra fought back the need to throw up. He was a monster, a wicked murderer, and yet, they were treating him like an innocent child. He used to be the Thirteenth Brother. He was an Inquisitor and he was scared of himself. He was as bad as the people, who killed his parents. He deserved to be trialed and hung in the square. The Inquisitors would never take him back after seeing his head turn and the Ghost Crew would leave him once they realised how corrupted he was. He was a traitor on both sides and he would die alone.


 


“I’m sorry!” Ezra cried. “I-I’m s-so sorry.”


 


“Hey, don’t apologise, bud - it’s alright.” Kanan cooed and rubbed his back. “It’s okay to be scared sometimes. It’s okay to admit we’re not okay, that we need help ; even Jedi’s aren’t perfect - w-we make mistakes. You’re going to be okay, Ez.”


 


He wasn’t. He was an asshole and Kanan was going to leave him and he was going to be alone for the rest of his life and he’d ruined everythi—


 


“Shhh, shh, calm down, kid, I’ve got you, Ez, I’ve got you. I can feel your mind ticking away. You’re safe, Ez - you’re safe.” Kanan told him, flooding their bond with warmth.


 


Ezra didn’t deserve him. He didn’t deserve Kanan at all.


 


“You do.” Kanan murmured. “You do, kid, you deserve me, I’ve got you.”


 


He was projecting. When had he started projecting?


 


“It’s okay, it’s okay.” Kanan repeated. “You’re safe, Ezra.”


 


“You’re safe, love.” Hera echoed, resting her hand on his shoulder. “We’re here. We’re safe. It’s okay.”


 


“I-I love you, Mom and Dad.” Ezra blurted. What was he saying? Couldn’t he control himself?


 


Kanan stiffened for a moment, before pulling on their bond, and hugging him, tighter. “I love you too, kid.” He murmured.


 


“I’m sor—“


 


“It’s okay, love.” Hera interrupted him. “Don’t apologise. You can call us Mom and Dad if you want to.”


 


Ezra frowned, blinking away his tears and letting go of Kanan’s jacket. “Really? Y-you don’t mind? You don’t think it’s weird?”


 


“You’re our kid, love. You’ll always be our kid.” Hera replied. “We can’t replace your real parents, but—“


 


“Yeah, I loved my parents, but you’re my real parent, too.” Ezra told her. “I want to be your kid. You’ve practically adopted me, anyway, but I want you to adopt me for real, Hera. Officially.”


 


“Oh, love.” Hera croaked, tears rolling down her face. “Come here.” She hugged him, again, squeezing him tightly for a few seconds, before letting go. “I don’t know what to say. It would be an honour.”


 


“Goodness, kid.” Kanan sniffled as he rubbed his eyes. “You’ve set me off, now.”


 


“Please don’t cry, Dad.” Ezra replied ; the love that flowed through their bond was intoxicating. He never wanted it to leave, he never wanted to not feel Kanan’s love, but it was too good of a thing for a scumbag like Ezra to touch.


 


“Come on,” Hera told them as she took both of their hands. “Let’s sit down and have a drink. Do you like hot milk, Ez?”


 


Ezra gripped her hand in his own and was guided out of the cockpit. “Mmhmm, sounds good, Mom.” He needed Hera’s love for as long as she’d give it to him. Time was running out, the end was near, and Ezra would lose it all. He’d lose his Mom all over again. “And cookies?”


 


Hera laughed. “And cookies.” She repeated. “I think we’ve got some chocolate chip cookies left from the last supply run, right Kanan?”


 


“Yeah, I think so.” He agreed. “I hid them from Zeb and Sabine.” Hera gave him a glare. “What? I like cookies, okay?” Kanan protested and Hera shook her head.


 


Ezra loved his Mom and Dad.


 


…


 


The Grand Inquisitor sneered. “I don’t think you understand, Jedi.” He exclaimed, venom oozing from his lips as his smile grew. “Allow me to explain - the reason you are here is not by accident. You were led into this trap by your Padawan, or, dare I say, my apprentice.”


 


Kanan turned to him, disengaging his lightsaber as confusion flooded their bond. “What’s he talking about, Ez?” He asked, his tone soft and not a threat, but smudged with fear.


 


“Yes, Thirteen - what am I talking about?” He smirked.


 


Ezra’s stomach twisted and collapsed on itself. “I-I don’t— he-he’s lying, I-I don’t know what he’s talking about, w-whats going on - it’s not true!” He exclaimed as panic rose in his chest. This was it - he was going to lose it all.


 


“That’s enough Thirteen - no need to pretend, anymore. It’s time for us to complete your mission and kill that filthy Jedi.”


 


Gulping, Kanan stepped back, withdrawing from their bond, and looked at him with wide eyes. “Ez—“


 


“Don’t do this! Don’t do this, please! You know I’d never hurt you! He’s lying - I don’t want to hurt you! I’m not going to kill you, I’m not a traitor, I’m n-not a spy, I love you, Dad, I-I love you so much - he’s lying! It’s all lies, I’m not thirteen, I’m not, I’m not an inquisitor, I swear, please, he’s not my master - you are! It’s not true - he’s lying. I wouldn’t— I’d never, you’ve got to believe me - please! I’m not thirteen. That isn’t me. He isn’t me. I’m not thirteen - I swear!” Ezra begged, tears pouring down his face as his rambling continued. He couldn’t lose Kanan. He couldn’t lose another Dad. He needed him. He needed his love. He needed to feel wanted and safe. He needed a home.


 


Kanan’s eyes darkened and he activating his blade, pointing it towards him. “You’re lying - I-I can feel your deception! Was anything true? Who are you?”


 


“Your Padawan! Your son!” Ezra cried. “I’m n-not, who he says I am, y-you know that! Everything wa—“


 


“Liar.” Kanan growled and charged.


 


Ezra ignited his blade, but instead of him pulling out a blue lightsaber, it was his inquisitor blade - a spinning double-bladed disc. He gripped the handle, tightly, as he blocked Kanan’s attack.


 


“You are an inquisitor!” Kanan exclaimed. “You’re the Thirteenth Brother! You lied to us! You lied to me!”


 


“Finish him, Thirteen.” The Grand Inquisitor ordered. “Finish him like the other Jedis you’ve killed for our great Empire. Don’t hold back on that pathetic man. You know, who your real master is.”


 


“N-no, please, I-I can’t!” Ezra protested and stumbled back. He couldn’t breathe.


 


Kanan snarled and prepared for another charge.


 


“Go on.” The Grand Inquisitor huffed as he grew inpatient. “Finish him, Thirteen.”


 


“Traitor.” Seven’s spat, appearing behind him. “You’re a traitor.”


 


“This isn’t you, kid. I thought you were better than this.” Five sighed. “You weren’t supposed to be a traitor.”


 


“Traitor! Traitor! Traitor!” All the Inquisitors chanted.


 


Mutated rodents stampeded towards Ezra, his feet struggling to keep his body upright as he avoided the flow of claws and shredded tails, and when he looked up, Devon and Michael were there, pointing at him, and mouthing ‘Traitor, traitor, traitor’.


 


Ezra gasped, falling backwards, and passed through the floor, a black void swallowing him, and time stopped, except for the chanting of “Traitor! Traitor! Traitor!”. Ezra screamed.


 


…


 


He’d only been asleep for some minutes before the night terrors started. Kanan brushed his hands through his hair and tried to reach him through the bond, but his walls were high and pushed him out of his mind. No wonder Ezra had cried - he wasn’t getting any sleep, was he? Not when he was tossing and turning like a storm, sweat forming on his forehead, as he mumbled to himself and his limbs shook. It sounded like he was begging and repeating “he’s lying”, but Kanan couldn’t be sure. He wished he could see what was going on ; he hated the fact that Ezra had to suffer alone.


 


“It’s okay, buddy - it’s okay.” Kanan cooed. However, Ezra couldn’t hear him, his breath becoming more panicked and shaky, and his lips quivered. “Oh, buddy, I’m sorry.” Kanan murmured as he touched his forehead. It wasn’t fair - Ezra was only a kid - he didn’t deserve to live in fear.


 


“N-no, please, I-I can’t!” Ezra exclaimed and shook off Kanan’s hand. His eyes were shut, but Kanan could see the fear on his face - whatever Ezra was being forced to do wasn’t good.


 


“I’ve got you, buddy - I’ve got you.” Kanan murmured. “You’re okay, Ez.”


 


— but Ezra wasn’t okay and he screamed.


 


Panic rose in Kanan’s chest. “Kid, kid - it’s okay.” Kanan told him, and began shaking him. “Wake up, Ez, wake up - it’s not real. It’s not real.” He tried to enter Ezra’s mind, but his fear pushed him away and blocked their bond. “Come on, Ez, wake up - I know you can do it.” Kanan slapped his cheek with one hand and squeezed Ezra’s with the other. “Wake up, Ez. It’s not real. It’s not real.”


 


Gasping, Ezra’s body shot into a sitting position and his eyes widened. He was shaking violently, but at least he wasn’t trapped in his head anymore. He was okay. Ezra was okay.


 


Kanan wrapped his arms around him and Ezra immediately melted into the embrace. “I’ve got you, I’m here, it’s okay, Ezra, it’s okay.” He cooed. “It was a nightmare. We’re in my quarters in the Ghost. You’re safe, Ezra. We’re safe.”


 


“We’re safe.” Ezra repeated in a small, broken voice. “W-we’re okay.”


 


Kanan gulped. “I’ve got you.” He promised and vowed to make the Empire pay for what they’d done to his kid. They weren’t going to get away with it.


Chapter 8 : I Want To Be Better
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There were things about the light that Ezra liked and others that were a bore. The meditating was relaxing and the extra breaks meant he wasn’t overworked and worsening his injuries. However, fiery passion was ignored, tranquility and peace were key, and taking lives was discouraged. There was no power in killing, no freedom to embrace anger ; there was only one right way to do things and it wasn’t the dark.


 


Jedis were weak. They thought that because the dark was different, it was dangerous. Although it could be used for bad, bad things, what if… what if it didn’t have to be? What if the dark side could be used for good, too?


 


Using the dark side only made him evil if Ezra let it change him, mould him in its image, and use him as a host. Power came with learning to withstand it, using the force for his own goals and not the other way around. If Ezra became a wielder of both the light and the dark without losing himself along the way, he’d show more inner-strength than other force users.


 


Ezra wished Kanan could understand the nature of the force in the way he was learning to understand it.


 


…


 


“What about a Phoenix?” Sabine asked.


 


“Huh?” Ezra replied. He was sat opposite her, reading a book Kanan gave him about a little boy and watching her sketch. Their mission, a simple supply run to feed three villages in a drought, was a success, so they had the rest of the day cycle off. Since asking Hera to adopt him, Ezra hadn’t spent enough time with Sabine, so he was enjoying the excuse to be with her. It was easy, him and Sabine ; they got each other. Ezra used to think that was him and Seven, but now he wasn’t so sure. What he did know was that Sabine was more of a sister to him than Seven ever was. Sabine wasn’t so dispensable to him, anymore.


 


“For the tattoo.” Sabine explained. “It’ll symbolise rebirth and a new beginning.” Right — the tattoo! Ezra had almost forgot about covering his Imperial branding. With his nightmares about the Inquisitors, it had been the least of his worries, but now Ezra and the crew were back in a good place, he could think about it, again.


 


“Okay.” Ezra answered. “Yeah, maybe… good idea, Sabine.”


 


He’d always liked fire.


 


…


 


The Imperial building was cold and dark, the only light source being the soft glows of the keypads locking each door, and Ezra gulped as he walked down the sickeningly silent corridor. Thin hairs stood up on his arms and he braced himself for the jump scares that never came. Everything about the building put him off, reminding him of…


 


”After they raided the base, the children were brought to a holding facility on the outskirts of the Capital. Intel claims they’re being tortured for the information their parents couldn’t give and are kept on basic rations.” Hera had told them in the mission debrief. ”There’s no telling how many have survived, but we have to try and save them all.”


 


They were like him. The children — they were being treated as he was he was seven years old and orphaned in a world of sickening pain. They were little Ezras. Stars - they were little hims.


 


There was a door directly in front of Ezra’s path and he used its keypad to unlock it, the Imperial codes droned into his mind from the Academy, and entered another corridor. This time, the echoes of sniffling were evident, but it was still too quiet. The only “loud” noise was created by his feet scampering on the metal flooring as though he was the only person alive!


 


Suddenly, Ezra felt little heartbeats through the force. Their fear was strong, but they were so weak physically that Ezra could barely sense them. He gulped as he walked over to the first cell and used the force to open the door.


 


Hugging her knees in the corner of the cell was a girl with olive green skin, long cyan hair, and pale yellow eyes. She was no older than nine, violently shaking, and was covered in bruises and burns.


 


“Hey, little one - I’m not here to hurt you - I promise.” Ezra cooed as he filled the force with feelings of safety and warmth. “My name’s Ezra. My parents were rebels. They did this to me, too.” He told the girl, slowly approaching her and kneeling on the floor. “May I look at your arm? It looks nasty.” Ezra murmured. Upon a closer look, Ezra could see that her left arm was covered in white scratches, blotchy marks and cyan blood ; he feared the risk of infection. Biting her bottom lip, she reluctantly lifted her arm, and Ezra let out a sigh of relief. “Does it hurt when I touch it?” Ezra asked, feeling her arm with his fingers. She gulped and nodded. “Poor dear.” Ezra murmured. “It’s okay - me and my crew will patch you up. You’re going to be okay, little one. What’s your name?”


 


“Akhee.” She whispered. “Is Youni alive?”


 


“Youni?” Ezra echoed.


 


“My friend - Youni. I used to hear her, but I haven’t in a while, and I’m scared they… they killed her, too.” She gulped, squeezing shut her eyes, as her legs shook. “They killed my sister. She was little and she didn’t understand and they killed her in this cell.”


 


Ezra bit back a curse. The Empire made him sick. Yeah, Ezra had killed, yeah, he’d seen dead infants, but he had never killed a child himself. He would never kill a child. “How old was she?”


 


“Three.”


 


Ezra could taste acid on his tongue and for a moment, he couldn’t breathe. Three years old. Three. The Empire tortured a three year old to death. “I’m sorry.” He forced out. “I’m sorry, little one. I watched them kill my parents, but I can’t imagine what it would be like seeing your… your sister like that. Did… do you know if anyone else didn’t… d-didn’t make it?”


 


“I’ve heard one of the boys bled to death, another died from an infection - everyone else… I-I don’t know.” She breathed, shakily.


 


“Let’s go find them.” Ezra told her, taking her frail, tiny hand in his, and standing up. “You’ll help me gain their trust, won’t you, Akhee?”


 


“Y-yeah, I will.”


 


They left the cell and Ezra unlocked the one beside it with the force. This time, a human hybrid was huddled in the corner. He looked up at them with dark striking eyes and Ezra promised to always protect the little guy.


 


“Dashi!” Akhee exclaimed, instantly running towards the bony toddler, and gave him a hug.


 


“Akhee?” He whimpered, melting into the hug without a smile.


 


“It’s okay, Dashi, I’ve got you. We’re going to be okay, alright? We’re going to be okay.” She promised.


 


“Who’s the big boy?” He whispered to her.


 


“Huh?” Akhee replied, raising her eyebrows at him, before looking over her shoulder. “Oh! ‘You mean Ezra?” She asked him.


 


“Hey.” Ezra called, sheepishly raising his hand in a sort of wave, and walked towards the two children. “My name’s Ezra - I’m here to help you escape.”


 


“Ezra’s like us.” Akhee told him. “His parents were rebels and they killed them, too.”


 


“Really?” He whispered.


 


“Yeah.” Ezra breathed. “That’s right.”


 


Firing Squad — that was how they did it on Lothal. The Empire carved ‘rebel’ into their foreheads and fired at them in the square. If he’d known he was force sensitive, maybe he could’ve sa—


 


“We need to find the others.” Ahkee announced, putting her hands on her hips determinedly, as she changed the subject. “Have you seen your brothers?” She asked the preschooler.


 


“No.” Dashi sighed. “Not since… n-not since they put us in groups.”


 


Akhee bit her lip. “Oh.”


 


“I’m sorry about Ani.” Dashi gulped. “SK told me that…”


 


“Come on, Dashi - let’s… let’s get out of here.” Akhee shuddered. She didn’t want to talk about it - Ezra didn’t blame her.


 


One cell at a time, Ezra collected the kids, each in rags and with their fair share of wounds. The oldest was a human boy with a broken arm, he was ten, and the youngest, a sweet two year old with big brown eyes, was too weak to walk. After opening all the cells with heartbeats, Ezra had found fourteen of the twenty two captured children. Eight little lives… Ezra didn’t want to think about it. It could’ve been him…


 


”Have you found the kids? I can’t hold the brunt of the troops for much longer and there’s a small group coming your way.” Kanan told him through their bond.


 


”I’ve got fourteen with me - the rest are dead.” Ezra reported. ”Dad - they’re so small. They killed a three year old in front of her sister and they’re all branded. They’re like… they remind me of myself and I feel for them, you know? We need to do everything we can for them.”


 


”We will.” Kanan agreed. ”Leave no kid behind.”


 


When the stormtroopers arrived, Ezra channeled his disgust and rage into power and took them down dark side style. With him by their sides, the Empire would never hurt the kids, again.


 


…


 


The kids loved Ezra, always looking towards him whenever someone asked them a question and taking turns to hold his hand. Although Ezra took a shine to all of them, he couldn’t help having soft spots for certain individuals. The youngest tots were adorable, so innocent regardless of their situation, but his favourites had to be the girls.


 


After the kids finished their health checks and were fed, Ezra brought Akhee and Youni to his room and let them sleep in his bed. Despite their bandages and trauma, the girls looked so peaceful underneath his covers. He wished he could take away their pain, bring their parents and Akhee’s sister back, but it was impossible. All he could do was make sure that their wounds healed and they were happy, but what if that wasn’t enough? What if nothing eased their pain?


 


”If they don’t have living family members, you need to find them good homes. The kids need love and lots of it. They deserve everything.” Ezra told Kanan, brushing his hand through Youni’s hair. ”Promise me that you and Mom will do it.”


 


”Of course.” Kanan replied. ”We’ll do the best we can and more for those kids.”


 


Ezra sighed. ”Thank you. I really care about them.” He gulped. ”I wish I could take away their pain.”


 


”Me, too, Ez.” Kanan admitted. ”Me, too.”


 


…


 


”So what if they were children?” Seven sneered. “Their deaths were a part of the Emperor’s plan. Their sacrifices were important to the Empire. Those officers needed information and the children refused to give it - I don’t see why they shouldn’t have died. You’ve grown weak, Thirteen - I thought you were stronger than this. You used to like to kill.”


 


“But she was three, Seven!” Ezra protested. “Three! Even you can see that’s harsh. That little girl didn’t deserve her fate!”


 


Seven sighed, shaking her head and staring at him, disapprovingly. “We’re Inquisitors, Thirteen - we shouldn’t feel sympathy for the young lives lost in this war, especially when killing young force sensitives is a part of our job. The Grand Inquisitor has murdered so many infants that I’ve lost count of them, but you’ve never complained about that!”


 


“Well, maybe I wasn’t paying attention before!” Ezra argued. “Maybe the dark was clouding my judgement and I couldn’t think straight! In no world is it right to kill little ones like that - no world! I understand that now, th-that what the Empire did to me as a child and what it did to those kids was not and will never be okay! Maybe I don’t want to be associated with child murderers, anymore!”


 


“Thirte—“


 


“I mean it!” Ezra exclaimed. “I’m done! I’m done with the Empire, I’m done with the Inquisitors - I’m done with all of it! I want to be better. I want to change and be better.”


 


…


 


It was hard saying goodbye to the kids, but it had to be done. After all, they couldn’t stay on the planet forever, and there wasn’t enough space on the Ghost for fourteen more crew-members. They needed to start their new lives, they needed a fresh start, and for the kids without families, it was in a quaint village four hours away from the Capital.


 


Kanan squeezed his shoulder and Ezra pulled on their bond in return. “You did good, kid. I’m proud of you.” He told him.


 


“I was doing the right thing - that’s all I could do.” Ezra shrugged. “It was so awful, what I went through, what they went through - it isn’t fair - it’s sick. Seeing those kids in the cells reminded me of…” Ezra sighed. “There were lots of things I felt and remembered in those moments. Most of it was about my parents and the pain I felt when being tortured, but a memory from the academy stood out, also. There was a boy, who refused to kill, so they made his death a warning.”


 


109AAL02 was a human. He was tall with a good head of dark brown hair and dazzling green eyes, and although he had a soft soul, he was… there was never a moment that he wasn’t extremely courageous. Two weeks before he died, he gave the boys a speech in the cafeteria, telling them ”Sometimes, the hardest thing you can do is be brave.” Ezra wished that he could’ve been brave enough to help him. 109AAL02 had been a good guy before he got whipped, burned, and beheaded with an axe.


 


“We weren’t close-close, but he was one or two years older than me, and a part of me looked up to him because of how head-strong he was. He was a good fighter and a good talker, he never showed weakness in anything he did - only, he refused to take a life for the sake of it. I’d forgotten about him, but I still remember what he said about bravery… th-that the hardest thing you can do is be brave. Even through death, he was brave. He smiled, he was defiant, he didn’t cry…” Ezra gulped and shook his head. “I wish I knew his name.” He croaked. “H-he was a good guy.”


 


“I’m sorry, buddy.” Kanan murmured. “It must have been hard for you to lose him.”


 


Ezra nodded, biting back a cry, and squeezed Kanan’s closest hand. “Yeah, yeah, I suppose it was, it-it still is now I’m thinking about it. At the academy, us boys were supposed to work together, b-be a team - if one of us fell down, the rest of us would fail. We had to rely on each other, even if we didn’t get along or weren’t that close outside of the field, but every time a boy didn’t come back from a punishment or a field trip, we weren’t allowed to grieve. 109AAL02 had a spot in the courtyard, where he’d go the night someone died, so every time I wanted to think about someone fallen, I’d sneak out my room and go there. Showing grief was a weakness and they didn’t want it distracting us, but I couldn’t help missing old classmates or the faces I used to pass in the corridors. I never asked for them to die.”


 


Why had he killed those boys? He never should’ve killed those boys.


 


He needed to be better.


 


…


 


Four day-cycles after finding the kids, Ezra and Kanan took a trip down The Dark Alley TM to have a Phoenix tattooed over his branding. All the fine line work was in black, but bordering the mythical bird were sunset-coloured flames.


 


The darkness within him was coated with the light. He could be both. He could use both sides of the force. Ezra could still put good in the world and enjoy darkness, too. The Phoenix was him. The Phoenix was the light and the dark in him.


 


Ezra was glad that he listened to Sabine ; she made a good choice.
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“I want to become the Jedi you see in me, the one I don't always see in myself.” Ezra admitted, biting back a smile, as he looked at his master, his true master ; his Dad. “Whatever the test, I’m ready. Hit me with it.”


 


Ezra didn’t wake up knowing he was going to tested, if he did, he would’ve trained and studied for it like it was do or die, but Kanan’s body language put him at ease the moment he entered the older man’s quarters. Ezra knew Kanan wouldn’t force him to do something against his will, he wasn’t the Empire, Kanan always had Ezra’s best interest in mind ; whatever the test was, Ezra could do it.


 


Kanan took a deep breath. “When I was your age, there were around ten thousand Jedi Knights defending the galaxy. Now, we are few, but in those days, we had small outposts, temples spread throughout the stars. The Empire sought out these temples and destroyed many of them, but not all. I want you to meditate and let the Force guide you to one of them.” Kanan told him. “It’s time for you to receive your kyber crystal. Prove to the force what I already know - that you’re meant to be Jedi.”


 


Ezra gasped. “Are you serious?” He exclaimed, grinning from ear to ear. “Y-you think I’m ready? I’m going to earn my crystal?”


 


Kanan squeezed his hand. “What kind of master would I be if I didn’t believe in my Padawan? The only one needing convincing is yourself. You’re going to be great, Ezra.” Kanan told him, his voice smooth and his eyes watching him with a soft gaze. “It’s time.”


 


…


 


Ezra watched the Grand Inquisitor kill a Jedi to get his first crystal. Since the original Inquisitors were given their lightsabers from Vader, his past master claimed the test wasn’t to defeat a Jedi, but what came after. He seized the kyber crystal from the fallen warrior’s blade, dropping it in the palms of Ezra’s hands, and told him that if he couldn’t bleed it, then he’d never be one of them.


 


Corrupting the crystal satisfied Ezra. The way he bent it, forcing the crystal to turn colour from pure blue to crimson red, made Ezra feel powerful. He thought the act showed his strength and that he was proving himself to, not only his master and his siblings, but the force. How twisted yellow hadn’t tied around his eyeballs in that moment, Ezra didn’t know, because he passed his master’s test and enjoyed it.


 


What if the light side of the force hadn’t redeemed him? What if his sins spoke louder than his new-found loyalty to the rebels and he broke every crystal he touched? Ashamed and disappointed, Kanan would be too horrified of Ezra’s corruption to keep him around. It would prove Ezra wasn’t meant for anything more than being a villain, that he was nothing, but a traitor… Ezra needed to pass Kanan’s test.


 


…


 


“There’s a temple on Lothal.” Ezra breathed.


 


Kanan smiled, nodding.


 


All this time, there was a temple of Lothal, and Ezra was going to take them there.


 


…


 


It was quiet in the temple. Too quiet. Kanan told him that he was looking for nothing and everything, but Ezra was sure he was travelling in circles. He wandered through the maze of pathways, hoping he’d know how to return to his master, and with no success of finding anything. Was this it? Had he failed already? He couldn’t have… surely…


 


“I knew you had it in you, my child.” The Grand Inquisitor sneered.


 


Gasping, Ezra tripped over his feet, as he stumbled to face his former master. When had he snuck up on him? How long was he there? Did Kanan know? Was Kanan okay? Ezra’s breath caught in his throat and he couldn’t breathe.


 


“Tricking the Jedi into taking you to one of his beloved temples - how Inquisitor of you. I trained you well.” The Grand Inquisitor continued.


 


“H-how… how d-did you find me?” Ezra forced out. He hadn’t reached out to him or his siblings ; they shouldn’t have known where he was!


 


“You’re my Padawan, we’re bonded - I can track you down whenever I please.” He told Ezra. “Now, what to do with that Je—“


 


“Leave him alone.” Ezra growled. “Don’t touch him.”


 


“Ah, ‘thought you’d say that.” The Grand Inquisitor smirked. “Killing him will be your reward for tolerating the rebellion for so long.”


 


“It’s funny that you think I’m coming back with you.” Ezra spat. “You’re not touching Kanan because I’m staying as his Padawan. I’ve chosen him over you. I’m done - I’m not going to be Inquisitor, anymore. I want to be good.”


 


“Good?” The Grand Inquisitor chuckled. “What are you talking about? The light is weak, boy - don’t let it change you. It’s time to come home, Thirteen.” He ordered.


 


Ezra gritted his teeth. “No.”


 


He blinked. “What did you say, boy?”


 


“I said no!” Ezra yelled.


 


The Grand Inquisitor’s hand shot up and lifted Ezra in the air, choking him with the force. Ezra struggled, kicking and waving his arms, as his eyes rolled back. “I am your master.” He growled. “I made you. You’re nothing without me, without the Empire and our siblings. How dare you disobey me!”


 


“Scr-rew you.” He spluttered. “You’re n-not my-my master.”


 


Grunting, The Grand Inquisitor squeezed his throat harder and gritted his teeth. “You’ve been away for too long, boy. You don’t know what you’re saying.”


 


Focussing his mind, Ezra used his inner strength, and forced his former master back, making him stumble into the wall, as Ezra fell to the floor, He gasped, clutching his neck with his hands, and his chest wheezed for large gulps of air. The Grand Inquisitor wasn’t trying to kill him, but he could have. He could’ve easily killed him for his change of mind, for his betrayal…


 


Legs wobbling, Ezra had to use his hands to push himself off the floor, and tried to steady his breathing. Instinctively, he reached for his lightsaber, and gulped when it wasn’t there. How was he supposed to protect himself? He couldn’t protect Kanan with a blade against his own neck!


 


“If you know what’s best for you, you’ll apologise and accept punishment.” The Grand Inquisitor spoke up.


 


Ezra gritted his teeth and held his ground. “What’s best for me is staying with my crew.” He argued. “I won’t let you touch them.”


 


The Grand Inquisitor prepared to charge. “Then, you shall die!”


 


”You can’t be serious. You’ve chosen the light over us? Over me?”


 


“I haven’t chosen the light - I’ve chosen my family. My real family. Kanan’s my true master, not you, and if you want to hurt him, you’ll have to get through me first. Your biggest mistake was sending me to the Ghost Crew because now I know them, I’ll never be able to let them go.”


 


“Then you shall die.”


 


“Then, I shall die. Kill me.”


 


“Thir—“


 


“Kill. Me.” Ezra growled. “Go on. Kill me. Kill me!” He screamed and The Grand Inquisitor? He disappeared. Ezra blinked at the empty air in front of him and scrunched up his face. “Huh?”


 


What happened? Was it all in his head? Had his master been there or not? What was… was this a test… a test to see if his intentions were true?


 


“Hello?” Ezra called, slowing continuing down the corridor. “Hello? Is anybody there? Hello?” He turned left at the junction. “Hello?”


 


Suddenly, an image flashed in Ezra’s mind. The Grand Inquisitor was back, but this time Kanan was there, too, and he was hungry for blood. ”Who dies first?” The Grand Inquisitor growled.


 


”No!” Kanan exclaimed. ”I’ll die before I let you harm him!”


 


He sneered. ”How reasonable.”


 


Their lightsabers slashed, Kanan screamed, and The Grand Inquisitor threw him over a cliff.


 


“Kanan, no!” Ezra screamed, watching the scene, which felt so real, too real ; Kanan was falling through an endless pit and Ezra couldn’t stop him.


 


”So he called himself ‘Kanan’, did he?” The Grand Inquisitor sneered. ”Well, it hardly matters now. Your turn.”


 


“I’ll make you pay! I swear you’ll pay!” Ezra found himself screaming, turning on the spot as he searched for something, anything, as though the vision was real, as though Kanan was— “I’m going insane.” Ezra gasped, stumbling back into the wall. He fell to his knees, gripping his arms so tightly that he withdrew blood and left ugly scratch marks up and down his copper skin. Taking in small, quick breaths, Ezra struggled to stay calm, and tears bubbled in his eyes.


 


He hated it. He didn’t want the test, anymore. He wanted to go home. He wanted Hera and Kanan. He wanted his Mom and Dad!


 


Ezra let himself sob. Once he calmed himself down, he was going to try and find Kanan, and ask for forgiveness, but for now, he didn’t have enough energy to move. He felt sorry for himself, sniffling and digging his nails into his skin ; he’d never failed before and it hurt. He didn’t like feeling like a failure, like the weak link… he wanted to make Kanan proud, prove to him that he could be good, but a tattoo couldn’t erase his past. He’d always be Thirteen, a servant of the Empire, the weapon that was 320GSL11… Ezra couldn’t redeem himself. Once a villain always a villain. Kanan was wrong : Ezra would never be a Jedi. He was a lost cause…


 


No. No - he couldn’t give up. Ezra wasn’t a quitter. He always found a way. Yes, the test was hard, but what test wasn’t? He needed to stick it through — not to spite the Empire and the Inquisitors, not to prove to Kanan and their crew that he was with them for the long term, but to show himself that change was possible. The only person, who didn’t believe he had what it took, was himself.


 


“I want to become the Jedi you see in me, the one I don't always see in myself.”


 


“I want to be better.” Ezra breathed. “I am the only one, who can better myself, so it’s all up to me. I have to do this. I need to do this for myself and only myself. That’s the only way I’ll be able to connect with the light - if it’s just the two of us and not anyone else, without any distractions or baggage from the past - so let’s do this force, let’s… bond, together, let me in and I’ll do the same. Let’s get to know each other. I’m ready.”


 


”Ready, you are? What makes you think so?” An unfamiliar voice asked in his head.


 


Ezra gulped and shrugged. “I’ve been through a lot in my life, I’ve seen things, and done things, but I’ve never really… known my true intentions, I’ve been temperamental, indecisive without realising I’m indecisive, but now… since accepting I belong with my crew, everything has become clearer. When I realised Kanan was my true master and I let go of my past relationships, I could see what I’d done was wrong and that the thoughts in my head weren’t right. I don’t think anyone knows if they’re one hundred percentage ready, but it’s time for me to step up. Deep down, I know I need to be ready, and I am ready.”


 


”Tell me. Why must you become Jedi?”


 


“To prove I’m not broken.” Ezra replied, raw and honest. “I want to show myself I’m more than my past and then, maybe… maybe I’ll finally see the good in me ; the good Kanan sees. He’s a good person, a good master ; he’s…” Ezra sighed, “he’s too kind. I don’t deserve him… b-but I will, one day, I-I-I will. I’m going to do him proud. I’m going to make both of us proud. I need to prove I’m not broken.”


 


”And the light will complete you?”


 


“Of course.” Ezra chuckled - wasn’t it obvious? “Our connection with the force shapes us. We are nothing without the force. It guides us, comforts us, it makes us… it makes us feel alive.” Ezra breathed, smiling.


 


”Yes. Good.” The voice praised.


 


“I promise you, if I become a Jedi, I’ll never misuse the force, again. I want to help people like my crew do. They don’t have much, but they give everything away, and I see… I see how that makes those people feel. The way the force makes me feel alive is how they make people feel alive. I want to be like them. I will be like them.” Ezra promised the voice.


 


”Good. Good.” It replied. ”Ahead of you a difficult path there is, Padawan. A Jedi you may yet be.”


 


…


 


”I’ve got it.” Ezra told him. ”I’ve got my crystal. I did it. I have a kyber crystal.” and this time, he’d earned it. Ezra was good and he’d proved it. He’d keep proving it every day. Ezra was going to be a Jedi.


 


…


 


Ezra knew that this was his new start, an opportunity to be a new him, a better him, but he couldn’t fight with a single blade. His Inquisitor training and his fighting style was based around a spinning double blade, and regardless of what Kanan taught him, he couldn’t give it up. He couldn’t erase his past, not completely, but he could choose what he let go of and what he’d keep. His lightsaber design happened to be something that he wanted to keep.


 


He wondered if Kanan would notice. He hoped not. He wasn’t a typical Padawan and this wasn’t the old days, Ezra was different and different was good, but if he brought up the Inquisitor’s… Ezra didn’t know how to explain his questions away.


 


Did it matter what Kanan thought? He wanted to make him proud with his design, but at the end of the day, it was Ezra’s lightsaber - he could do whatever he wanted with it. The crystal hadn’t bled when he touched it, and although he’d have to get used to the blue, he loved it, and he couldn’t wait to use it. Ezra was going to be a Jedi because he wanted to ; his blade was something for him that would make him feel good, so only his opinion mattered.


 


As long as he loved his blade, the force would love it, too.


Chapter End Notes


Thank you for reading and see you next time! <3
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It was not unusual for Annabeth to come home with the Jackson-Blofis’s after the summer camp session was up. This time, though, the atmosphere was off. Sally wrote it off as excess exhaustion from the battle. Almost.


 


With Paul at the wheel, she was free to turn and look at the two sleeping teenagers. About half an hour into the ride, they had both passed out, and rightfully so. Now, an hour later, Annabeth was curled into her son’s side, and he was slumped over with his face nestled in her hair.


 


A smile quickly made its way across Sally’s lips. How could she not smile, when the two kids she held closest to her heart were finally safe and peaceful. 


 


“How are they doing?” Paul asked quietly.


 


“Good.”


 


.


 


There were many times Sally should have noticed what was going on. The first, when Percy jumped onto Annabeth’s back and she didn’t shove him to the pavement. Instead, she simply shook her head and continued on picking up her bags.


 


“You haven’t been eating as much as you’re supposed to, have you?” Annabeth glared up at the boy on her back.


 


“I’ve been eating plenty, thank you very much.” He nudged her side. “You’ve gotten a hell of a lot stronger, though.”


 


“Yeah, well, somebody forced me to get up before the sun with them every day to train.”


 


“Percy? Getting up before ten? That’s unheard of.” Paul ruffled his step-son’s hair. 


 


Percy fell back to the ground, taking Annabeth’s bags for her despite her protests. “I wish. Sleeping is…strange. I think Morpheus is still pissed at us.”


 


“ Percy .” Sally warned, eyebrows raised. The last thing her son needed was yet another god angered with him.


 


“Sorry, Ma.” He pressed a quick kiss to her cheek before grabbing a few more bags and carrying them up the stairs.


 


.


 


The second sign should have been what made her realize what was going on. However, she was yet again too distracted by the fact that the kids in front of her were alive alive alive .


 


“Percy,” Annabeth said, not looking up from her plate of mashed potatoes and chicken, plain due to her(in Percy’s opinion, pathetic) low tolerance to spice.


 


“Beth?” He looked up, confused.


 


“For the love of the gods, why do you keep kicking me?”


 


Sally shot a sharp look towards Percy, attempting to hide her smile. Percy always had an awful habit of kicking his legs under his chair, and one never knew what he’d hit. Most of the time, it was subconscious.


 


His eyes went wide. “...I’m so sorry.” He put his fork down and wrapped his feet around the legs of the chair. “I thought you were the table leg.”


 


Annabeth grinned, shaking her head. “It’s alright.” With that, Percy leaned his head against her shoulder, sipping at his water through a metal straw.


 


.


 


The real kicker, though, was after everyone had dispersed to bed. Due to the lack of a spare bedroom, arrangements had been made for Annabeth to stay in Percy’s room. Sally and Paul had reluctantly allowed them to share the full-sized bed so long as they stayed on their own side.


 


It wasn’t a ploy to get them to confess their feelings to each other, not at all. 


 


As Sally brushed her teeth in the bathroom across the hall from Percy’s room, she heard soft music begin to play. She immediately recognized it as Elton John’s Your Song .


 


I hope you don’t mind


I hope you don’t mind


That I put down in words


How wonderful life is while you’re in this world


 


Knowing she shouldn’t snoop, but curious nonetheless, she rinsed out her mouth and crept to the door to listen.


 


“Dance with me?”


 


“You know that neither of us can dance, Perce.”


 


“Doesn’t matter.”


 


Sally smiled softly, glad to hear that her son was being a bit more bold. Over the past few summers, his confidence had grown immensely, and if he was finally able to confess his feelings to Annabeth, Sally might just burst with happiness for the two.


 


Muffled laughter sounded through the walls, footsteps following.


 


“See? Just like sparring.”


 


“Where’d you learn to dance like this, huh?”


 


“One never shares their secrets.”


 


A pause, then the song changed to Tiny Dancer . Sally laughed lightly at the ironicness of it all.


 


Their talking ceased for a few moments, so she began to creep away. It was bad enough that she was listening in on his son and his best friend, she didn’t need to snoop any more. Then—


 


“Where’d you learn to kiss like that, huh, Seaweed Brain?”


 


Sally’s expression of mild guilt quickly trickled into one of pure joy.


 


“Years of pillow make-out sessions.”


 


Well, at least he was honest.


 


.
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